


THK AMUliET 



W. B|f/NC8, JUN., 
PRINTER, • 















PREFACE. 


The especial object of “ The Amulet” 
is to blend religious instruction with Titerary 
aiimsein&it ;* so that every article i| contains 
••hall bear, either directly or indirdfctly, spine 
moral lesson illicit may impress itself strongly 


TA. nature and object of “The Amulet” have been 
Tiappily defined by the Editor of the Literary Gazette, in 
the following paragraph : “Its tone certainly is, upon the 
wjjolc, serious, but it is far from being dull. It is-religi¬ 
ous, but it is not intolerant: indeed, it takes ny*sidc* in 
polemical questions. It is moral and instructive ; but we 
are inclined to think, that the beauty of sovae of its parts, 
and the agreeable variety of the whole collection, will 
render its precepts mon? useful than if they had been ful 
into sterner forms.”— Lit. Gat . Nov. 12, 1BBS. 
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PREFACE. 


on tlie mind by means of tlie pleasing lan¬ 
guage and interesting form in widen it is 
conveyed; for it is not sufficient that our 
amusements should be merely harmless, when 
they may, with sq much effect, be made to 
forward the grand end and aim of ou- being. 

The extensive public patronage enjoyed by 
the first volume, and the aimost unqualified 
praise it Received in nearly all the Metropo¬ 
litan and Provincial Magazines and Journals, 
convince the Editor that his plan'was judicious, 
and that his endeavours were, at least in some 
degree, successful. 

These gratifying circumstances have natu¬ 
rally stimulated the Editor and the Publishers 
to still greater exertions; and they believe 
there will bp found in the volume for the pre¬ 
sent year, a manifest improvement in every 
respect. , It will be perceived that the greater 
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proportion of its literary contents has been 
contributed by the most admired authors in 
the country j* and that the embellishments, 
both as regards the work of the artist and 
that of the engraver, are of the very highest 
order. 

The Editor, therefore, proud of the support 
he has received from' so many, distinguished 
individuals, confidently submit^ the Work to 
£he public, satisfied that he has done ail in his 
fewer to render # it worthy of that success 
which h^ feels justified in anticipating. 


It may be necessary to state, tlflu the Poems by 
die late Mrs. Henry Tighe, the amiable and highly-lifted 
author of • Psyche,” were presented to the Editor „by 
one of her nearest relatives ^ and that the Essay by Miss 
Edgeworth was the gift of a literary friend. With these 
exceptions, each'article jvas received from its Author, 
‘expressly for publications this Vtjork. 
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BLACHAVAi 


THE P1I.OR1M TO TIIE HOLY LAND. 

11Y JOS IA11 CON HER. 


Klachavas^ with his protojyilikar, left liis beloved lUountuins 
at the age of seventy-six, to Visit the Holy City fyot, and 
actually died at Jerusalem.” 

Sheridan’s “ Songs of Greece,” p. xxvil. 


Varewf.u. to tire larnl of my fathers ! Farewell 
To eacli sgow-crested .peak and each deep-shaded dell; 
Where the torrent, leaps wild, antHoud murmurs the bee. 
And the mountains still shelter the brave and the free. 

Farewell to my comrades, my palikars brave ! 

Farewell, trusty musket, and patriot gla*ve! 

Too feeble my grasp, too unsteady my aim, 

I? my son*L abandon the sword of my fame. 

Farewell the wild caves of thy desolate shore, 

Where the cliffs But re-echo the Triton’s dread roar; 

• 

But there the free bark tjie j^roud J’asha defies, 

And the Mai note exults o'er his Mussulman prize, 
n 



BLACHAVAS. 


But whither repairs he, the hoaxyUephtl* 

And wherefore the land of his sires has he left 1 
And why for these weeds and this staff, laid aside * 

His kilt, and capote, and the sword of his pride 1 

At the tomb of his Saviour, all holy his vow, 

Kre paschal-tide, must the pilgrim bow; 

He must light his torch at the self-kindled*flame, 

And bathe in the Jordan his veteran frame. 

The white walls of Akka rise fair from the sea, 

And fertile and lovely thy plains, Galilee! 

But the Crescent gleams baleful, where once the Cross 
shone. 

And “the Batcher” ♦ succeeds to the Knights of St. John. 

Sepphouri’s proud towers are still {/rostrate, her mount 

All lonely and sad, and deserted her fount 

But the rich monks of ‘Nassra § are joyous and sleek. 

And the Latins exult o’er the orthodox Greek. 


* Literally, robber ; a title borne with pride by the guerillas 
of Greec«i f f 

t Djezzar, lute Pasha of Acre, whose name, as explained by 
himself to Dr. E. D. Clarke, .signifies the Buteher. 

t Sepphoris, once the metropolis of Galilee, appears to owe 
its present neglected state partly tq the proximity of Nazareth, 
w^ich has risen on its ruins. Abandoned by the Latins, the 
pi^iern village is inhabited chiefly jjy a few Greeks. 

Naa-tre/h, 
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Full oll.cn the pilgrim turns, weeping, to gaze 
On some column or tower of King Constantine’s days, 

\Y here fce lonely palm waves o'er the mouldering stone. 
The altar subverted, the Cross overthrown. 

But forgotten his woes, and o’erpaid his fatigue, 

The rugged ascent and the wearisome league, 

\V ben Solyma’s towers stand revetted to Jiis sight, 

And, bathed in the sunshine, seem glorious with lit lit. 

lllachavas has mixed witli the holy crowd; 

At each consecrate spot, has (Jpvoutly bowed ; 
lias kissed the cold marble with fervour sincere. 

And atTulvary’s shrine shed the penitent tear. 

On Easter’s glad morn, with the foremost he came, 

'll) kindle his torch at the heavenly flame ; 

And he marched at tli£ hea^l of the Christian band 
Who have takcnUheir way for .Iordan's strand. 

Oh ! Tdtu'ful the route that those pilgrims have traced. 

The dizzy ascent, and the mountainous jvaste: 

Dark lowers o’er the valley the orag’s^iaked pile, 

Asid the wjjd Arab lurks in the savage defile. 

No fear knew Blaehavas, yet thought the old klepht 
Of the sword he ence wielded, the land he haj left; 

Of each deep-shaded glen, and each snow-crested height, 
The haunts of his childhood, the scenes of his might. 
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The desert is passed, but nor balsam nor palm 
Enlivens the valley* or yields its rich balm; 

And dreary the plain where, thro’ willowy brake,* 

The Jordan still seeks the bituminous lake. 

But Oh 1 with what rapture the pilgrims rush in, 

To Jose in its waters the stain of their sin ! 

With fond superstition the garment they lave, 

Their hist sad apparel when dressed for the grave. 

Blachavas has bathed, and, the rite to complete, 

Those Wafers have hallowed hi* winding-sheet 
His step is yet firm, and his heart is still strong, 

But that garment «' death shall not lie by him long. 

Ho$ welcome, once more, from green Olivet’s height, 
Thy towers, O Jerusalem, glowing,with light! 

Yet kingdoms and seas have those pilgrims to uam ; 
But there’s rest for lUgchavas, and daik is his home. 

And where would he choose that his dust-should ibjiose 
But here, where Jus Saviour once died and arose 1 
Yet dear is the lanu which no more he must sec; 

And his last recollections are, Hellas! of thee, 


* The valley of Jericho, " the city of pains,”—once famous 
for its balsam.trees. 



ALLAN LdRIMER. 


BY TIIE AUTHOR OF “ EIOHTS#AND jHADOWS OT 
SCOTTISH LIFE,” &C. 


It was oa one of those bright, still spring days, when 
heaven and, earth are confined in peace that se*ms too 
beautiful ever to be Woken, and when the hearts ef the 
chiIdren*of toil and poverty are not *>uly reconciled to 
their lot, but feel it, iu perfect contentment, to be the 
happiest that Heaven could have bestowed, that Allan 
iSrimer, a men? boy .doing man’s work, was levelling, 
witli spade^nd pickaxe, a rocky mound that, to an agri¬ 
culturist’s eye, somewhat disfigured the small field in 
which it rose, as it prevented the plough from turning over 
a fair'PBrrow from hawthorn hedge to church-yard wall, 
its encircling boundaries. The mid-day hour of rest had 
come upon him, heedless of its approach, till, resting 
o% his matjock, he saw standing beside him, with her 
milk-can and basket of oatmeal cakes, his litfie sister 
Anna, whose figure at the tame stated hour lot faints 
' shadow' on the kngll where he had for weeks been working, 
as duly as the hand on thd dial-stone in their own garden. 
The loving creature sat dovfn before his feet, under fja 
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shadow of the only birk that yet was spared; and after 
grace was said, and all the while unconsciously playing 
with the uprooted wildflowers, she sang, without bidding, 
first one and then another of her brother’s favourite ballads. 
Just as she fiegan to sing, so did a lark tlirt had been 
walking without, fear close beside them on the old lea, and 
at the close of her tunes, Anna knew that she must have 
been singing for no sliart time, as the lark had finished his * 
journey to and fro the heavens, and drop! in silence 
just as she herself was silent. Her brother did not thank 
her, as usual, for her sweet, songs, nor ask any of his 
usual (Questions about the domestic proceedings; but his 
eyes remained fixed on the church, that stood with its 
spire a little loftier than the few pine-trees, and when she 
playfully leant upon his shoulder, and warbled snatches 
of fe merry kind, he still sat buried in his own thoughts, 
and to all her sportive interrogator'es returned no answer. 
At last, rising up, and lifting his hands mid eyes to 
heaven, he exclaimed, “Gracious Father! if it be thy 
will, accept me as a Servant of thy Holy Word.” 

It was in no transient fit of enthusiasm that tin* 'prayer 
was uttered; for the hopes it breathed had been long 
gathering at his heart, and for a year past had given a 
shade of solemnity to his naturally cheerful character. 
Much by himself at. work in his father’s fields, lie had 
meditated on holy things with a pro founder feeling since 
his only brother died ; and often, as he looked towards 
the nook in the church-yard where that dear companion 
lay, it seemed to him that he too might become a student, 
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and, following in tlie footsteps that had too early been 
led into the grave, be called to the ministry, and to his 
friends <M the hamlet preach the promises of the Saviour, 
even in the church of his own native parish. And now, 
during this ^one serene hour, .those wished and hopes 
had gained a wonderful strength within him, till they 
amounted to a sacred trust. Perhaps his innocent sistpr’s 
hymns—little as he had seemeti»to hged them—had 
touched»sonye secret springs in his heart—the voic#of the 
lark in heaven—the cooing of the doves in the belfry— 
the shadow of the grove over the house of God—the many 
quiet heaps above the buried—gnd especially t.h^ Stone at 
his brother's head, oh which the verse of inscription had 
been chl&elled by his own hand, and wSs as distinct, in his 
memory is when he read it in the Bible. • The change 
that hai\ long been imperceptibly going on, was # now 
complete 1 ; and from that hour he considered himself de¬ 
dicated the service of his J^Iaker. 

When he comtnunieated his resolution to his parents, 
it may be said that their hearts sang together for joy. 
^l’heir*V? illiam had been taken away a few weeks after his 
admission into holy orders; nor had that fatal decline 
suffered him to open his lips in public prayer; and*now 
that time hyft let other feelings mix with sorrow, they had 
a pride in looking, every sabbath-day, on the words that 
followed his name on the tombstone—“ Preacher ofrfhe 
Gospel.” It seemed now that Heaven had inspired the 
soul of their remaining son. No doubts, no misgivings 
were theirs; although no treasures had thpv in stnw»! 
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for the savings of many years had gone to the education 
of him who had been taken away, yet there had beo.n, 
and ever would be, a blessing on the fewttfields of 
Holm-Brae, that lay so sweetly sheltered to the sunny 
south; and («ie father, w;hi)e he lifted up Jiis hands to 
heaven, felt as.if strength were added to till the earth, 
and that his youth was restored. 

Allan continued tojfork in the fields as. before, alone or, 
with his father,—only shorter hours. By suij-risa. he was 
at his books, and at evening the village schoolmaster, no 
mean scholar, read along with him, taking np tije subjects 
where ‘nis deceased brother bid left them, and using the 
volumes he had bequeathed. How slow the progress of the 
idle or indifferent In But Allan, though with far oilier feel¬ 
ings, studied as intensely even as the convict, who know¬ 
ing Yhe day he is to die, for the first time liegins to learn 
the very alphabet, that ho may he able to read the Bible 
before taken’from his cell. Nature had giveniiiim strong 
and fine talents, that had indeed been' hereditary in his 
humble race. And then, when he sat in the room that - 
had been his brother’s, all his faculties were expanded— 
all his feelings became more elevated and pure. lie often 
heard his voice—he sometimes saw his face, pale butwith 
a smile—and when at night lie returned thanks to God/pr 
thp progtess of the day, he could have thought iu the dusk 
that he was kneeling at his brother’s side, as he used to do 
when a littje boy. Thus before the com was stacked, and the 
ingle shone at merry harvest-home, Allan Lordlier was 
fibto go to college, without shaming his preceptors, either the 
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(load or the living,—and to college he went, with a bles¬ 
sing from those to whose grey hairs he was to bring the 
halo tliaf is indeed divine—the light of honour which a 
dutiful son sheds round the temples of those who gave him 
being 1 

The son of poor parents, from a remote part of the 
country, and altogether unknown, without introduction, to 
one living soul,* with manners anti app^iranec which, 
althouglf noP wanting in natural graces, were yexplain 
even to rusticity, and a disposition somewhat retiring, not 
in pride but independence,—for a little while Allan Lorimer 
attracted notPthe attention eft he* of his teachers qj fellow- 
students. But as the session advanced, his name 
began to emerge from the crowd; and before Jhe Christ¬ 
mas holidays he was distinguished not only as<nn assiduous 
lyit successful scholar. Some few lingering remembrances 
of his brother’s academical fame st ill survived, and now and 
ihen elder ^ludents, for*his sake, made voluntary tcndeis 
:'f their friendship.* The Spring found him no longer a 
iolitary being, studying in the unromponioned passion 
if knowledge within his dim cell, but elate in hope and 
imbition that daily brought their ow% reward. ISJew 
vorlds opened before his imagination* and his intellect. 
Filings formerly dark and obscure, grew clear and fright; 
(‘eling kept pace with thought; and as he Irecaim? 
icquainted with the spirits of the dead, his heart glowed 
vith finer, deeper* sympathies with the livings He felt 
iow that lie had gained a firm footing, and that idf 
ourse was rapidly progressive. lie walked the cojlege- 
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courts now elect; not a shade of fear or despondency 
clouded his intellectual countenance; and he looked with 
a bold eye on the great city’s throng, confiddht that he 
would one day achieve the honourable, the holy object of 
his soul’s dfsire. The Winter, with all its long, dear 
devoted nights, many of them utterly sleepless, so haunted 
had they been with the voices of bard, orator, and philo¬ 
sopher of old, for les» with "those strains that once di<k 
sweeten Sion glide"—the Winter was over and gone, and 
with all his human affections strong as death, Allan 
Lorimer returned to the humble house of his parents. 

It w*aj on the cotter's Sfttutday-nighl thaUhe returned; 
and tie had lingered for awhile itf the little dell with its 
broomy brifis so flose to the house that the wa&rfall was 
heard withiif in order to relieve his heart of its exceeding 
joy\uul also that lie might cross the threshold at the well- 
known hour of prayer. His father had just opened the 
Bible; there his mother saj sedate; and Aina's sweet 
face was in the shadaof her devout simplicity. Before he 
could speak, the eyes of the family were turned toward 
him ; and it was more than an hour before they Sttemptejl 
to sing the psal%i. The voices of the parents first faltered^ 
theft were mute; Vjl no nightingale on earth, no lark in 
heavet^ ever poured out such melody, as Jjiat diiliVre- 
jpicing Try her brother’s side in her evening hymns. 

.And did Allan Lorimer* continue to love his father's 
house, thqpe that dwelt therein, aud all their lowly ways,' 
qfid all their meek virtues 1 ll'^d he communion with the 
•thoughts dearest to them, and that filled up the measure 
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of their contented existence 1 Could lie tarn from those 
glorious books that unfolded to him a new being, with all 
their assemblages consecrated in the light of antiquity, to 
the humble creatures sitting silent, or with few words, by 
the ingle-sld?, wearied with toij, and ready lit night-fall 
for their dreamless sleep! Yes, the roof of heaven, with 
all its stars, was not to him more beautiful than the roof 
?fthe hut in whifch he was born, Wot aH the. fields of 
Elysium contained a spot so blessed as the fields where, 
for his dying brother, he had so often wept; where, with 
his father, he had walked in the calm of so many sabbath- 
evenings, am? worked through s« many week-day#, heed¬ 
less alik g of sun or storm. And what was the little he 
knew, or might ever know, when set beside that know¬ 
ledge in which his father, and his mother, afld his sister 
w»JJtcd before God^l Therefore did Allan Lorimer again 
put on the dress of a tiller of the ground: his right-hand 
had not forgol: its cunning: anti when the meadows by the 
hum-side were heavy with Midsumriler, the wide swathe 
fell beneath his sweeping scythe; while his father, not yet 
•old, but somewhat declined, took the lighter task with 
Anna, who was growing to womanhodH visibly before 
their eyes. The neighbours saw the youth working like a 
bird® servant* beneath a kind master’s eye, and .Slot a 
tongue in the parish was silenf in his praise. Every body 
prophesied good of such a son; and many prayed that tile 
good old minister ntightbe spared till Allan Lortmer, one 
of themselves, and bom a*d bred like themselves, rnigh* 
be his successor. Thus winter after winter, sgjngne* after 
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summer vent on; anil Allan Lorimer was now a man, 
■with all the intelligence and knowledge becoming man¬ 
hood. There was no need now for him to wfcrk on the 
farm; even his father might do so or not at will, for every 
thing in to\/n and country had prospered, nd there was 
complete competence at. Tlolm-Brae. It stood in a very 
garden, so bright was the cultivation of its enclosures; the 
old hou§e, like its possessors, renewed its youth; th; 
heritor was now an elder; in another year his sen was to 
be called to the ministry; and the whole parish was proud 
of him from hall to hut. 

Onei,cvening, Allan \orhner was walking by himself 
near the old Castle, that was still inhabited by the family 
to whose r-ncestors it had for many generations^elonged, 
when he met. several persons hurrying along in great 
distraction. From them he learned that the young heir 
had climbed up to a dangerous height on the cliffe, and 
that it was found impossible to aTord him any assistance. 
On arriving at the ■ foot of the rocks?, Allan saw father, 
mother, and sister, all gazi g in despair on the youth 
who, paralyzed with fear, was clinging to one of the 
ledges, on theory brink of destruction. In his boyhood, 
Allan Loiimer had been of an adventurous and daring 
chareeter; and often, in search of wall-powers, o: the 
starling’s nest., had he passed along the face of that pre¬ 
cipice by paths where even the goat would have hesitated 
to clamber. In a few minutes he wls by the side of him 
placed in such jeopardy; and then, seeming to whisper 
words of encouragement, descended the rock, and be- 
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seechefl all who were standing there to be calm, for that 
life would be saved. With that promptitude and decision 
before vftiich the most dreadful danger often seems to 
change into a r^ere dream, Allan’s scheme for the youth’s 
preservationwvas carried into effect. He soonVe-ascended, 
and fastening a rope round the body of him who had lost 
all power of motion, he lowered him down from that dizzy 
platform, and s#on heard, not a sli«ut, bitf a deep prayer 
of thanksgiving for deliverance—a confused prater of 
words, sighs, and even groans, so agonizing was the 
blessedness that tore the lieaits of them who had lost, all 
hope, and n«w poured theipkisges on one almos^rftiracu- 
lousl^snatched from death. * 

Had Allan Lorimer been rude in nAnners^iu person, 
and in mind—the most ignorant and uncultivated peasant 
iij^the parish, yet had he, after that hour, been a pleasant 
night in the eyes tfiat then were too horrified even to weep, 
and welcoifce to the Castle ^11 the days of his life. But 
Allan, although ^nimbly born, was indeed one of the 
especial favourites of Na.'nre. Happy to have been the 
Instrument employed by Providence to save Uie life of 
a fellow-creature, yet he felt and knew l^at there was no 
merit in what he had done; and without the slightest 
emotion of s<aJf-applause, he listened to the fervent gratitude 
>f the youth’s ]>arents, and the praises of the crowd. But 
hese parents had vowed, before they rose from their kne^s, 
o honour and love* their son’s deliverer, and to Jiold him 
henceforth in a. friendship that was to endure for eve% 
o them, his calm, sedate, and thoughtful eyes had an ' 
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expression (hat seemed no less than angelical; his few 
solemn words turned their souls away from him, not in 
forgetfulness, towards the throne of the Most High and 
Merciful; and, unknown to each other, 1hey at'the same 
moment thought ‘‘ what a friend may this mat], so fearless 
in his faith, become to our beloved son, whose life, before 
our very eves, he has been chosen to save!” 

So Allan La-imer, after a few weeks, became an inmate 
of the Castle. To him was committed the tharge of the 
high-born heir's education, and before the first sabbath, 
he was beloved even as a brother and a son. Over all 
that dwelling, and overUhc habitj and manners of its 
possessors, there reigned that air of elegance, delicacy, 
and refinement, which perhaps is found only in its per¬ 
fection among those who have been born in more exalted 
life. But with that quickness of perception and feeling 
with which, along with all noblei qualities, he had been 
gifted by the prodigal hand, of Nature, he Soon, almost 
instinctively, acquired that which he sought not to imitate; 
while he lost nothing of that modest demeanour so be¬ 
coming below the cottage roof—nothing of that respec^. 
fulness in presence of high birth, which dignifies thq 
independence of 'humble, and bestows on him whom it 
characterizes the charm of a touching propriety, dlis 
new friends, who knew but little of the ways in which 
peor men walk, could not but regard with wonder manners 
by such ^slight shades distinguishable from their own; 
x/bile each successive day brought to light more and more 
of that worth that makes the man, and that, thanks be to 
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Heaven, full frequently grows up to strength and beauty 
in the hamlets that sprinkle Scotia’s long-withdrawing 
vales, or cluster round the spire of the village church. 

The young heir of that house was endowed with the 
virtues of hit ancestors; but hjs spirit had voo long run 
riot in the unchecked wildness of youth, and had been 
in danger of yielding even to the seductions of vice. Hut 
now he felt hirrfcelf constantly in jffesenc# of a superior 
nature. * It was impossible very grievously to disobey the 
mild command of that voice and eye *, and then the re¬ 
membrance of the hideous hour when lie seemeil falling 
down into dfialh, came across Ifim with fresh impulses of 
gratitmJe and affection. By degrees he flung aside all 
caprice, all waywardness, all selfish will; grew enamoured 
of the liberal studies, without which high r«Pnk is a dis- 
hqpour, and learned from the pure and pious life of *the 
peasant’s son, what arc*the essential and prime qualities 
of the gentleman. 

Far and wide as the eye could rfcach from the battle¬ 
ments o^ the old Castle, lay the hereditary possessions of 
Ifee family; but hitherto the youth had seen with little 
ft no emotion—perhaps scarcely noticed tllfcm—the smoke- 
wreaths rising up from the woods or vales from a hundred 
20 tfages. New, in company with his friend, he walkejJ 
ill over the domain, and, dgy after day, visited some 
tenant’s house. Every thing he saw was wisely explained 
to him, without exaggeration or concealment, ia the very 
light of truth. The joys, and the.sorrows of poor merf, 
their happiness and their hardships, were laid beftjre the 
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eyes of him whose privilege it was to relieve or protect 
them; and as his heart, expanded with a wide and 
thoughtful humanity, he upbraided himself for his utter 
ignorance of.his fellow-creatures, and in no single vow, 
but in the calmness of habitual resolve, meditated gra¬ 
cious and beneficent plans for their comfort and welfare. 
In proportion as.he lpved was he beloved: the smiling 
maidens dropt their curtesies with a sweeter blush as they 
met him on the braes; and the old men bowed their 
grey, uncovered heads with more affectionate reverence 
when the noble boy passed through among them along 
the chuieh-yard into the house of God. 

The gratitude of the poor, the feeble, the afflicted,, was 
giyen to those from whose hands flowed the streams of 
charity and beneficence. Their prayers, their blessings, 
were for that ancient house : but the son of the peasant, 
their own Allan Lorimer, of whose famed learning all in 
the parish were proud—the Christian, whose holy life, 
young as he was, they held up as an example to their 
children,—neither was his name forgotten in their mid-day 
meditations in the fields, nor in their morning and ever, 
in" prayers by the newly awakened or expiring hearth 
“ Ay, the Lorimers of Holm-Brae always walked before 
God, ever since the white head of him, who died in ; the 
cause of the covenant, lay on the greensward before his 
ofrn door, drenched in a martyr’s blood. It seems that 
in these 6ur peaceful days, th<> spirit of that saint has de¬ 
scended upon him; and t}ie day may not be far distant, 
when we ghall see him lifting up his hands in prayer 
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within our own church, and when our hills and vallies, 
yea, the very lilies of the field, shall rejoice in the first 
Sabbath of his ministry !” 

There was no change in or about Holm-Brae, except 
that gentle afid, to themselves, imperceptible cuange, which 
Bteals over a household released from the pressure of po¬ 
verty, and left at liberty to give outward expression to- all 
their humble affections. A neatef bookcase.now held 
the old manli small library; the linnets sung in atiaud- 
somer cage; curtains of a somewhat costlier material 
shaded the parlour window ; the entrance had its trolliced 
porch ; ther* was now a rejjulaa avenue (formerly a mere 
cartjgad) from the lane to the house, with a pretty white 
gate; the garden was enlarged on its southera exposure, 
by the breadth of a flower-border; the beoshives stood 
tmpeath a little straw-roofed shed; and another, of laS-ger 
iimensions, was filled with anemones, auriculas, and 
anuncnlukls, old Allan Larimer being a famous florist, 
md now at leisure to attend to ornamental gardening, for 
vbieli he had the native Scottish genius. lie saw his 
em removed into another condition of life, indeed ; hut 
>e felt that the removal had strenglheneiall the-ties that 
ontinuedto bind his heart to bis bumble birth-plaTje. 
ivBry Saturday-night he was with his parents, talking of 
inner years; and every Sabbath he walked home with 
lem from the kirk. Not one of his old friends was for- 
otten; and he sat among familiar faces in all th* cottages 
round, with perfect sympathy wy.li the thoughts and 
;elings of their simple inmates, and deeply intended as 
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ever in all the on-goings of lowly life. To his capacious 
mind the rural virtues appeared now in more affecting 
beauty: in the light of knowledge, the poor man’s lot, 
with all its trials, was seen to be a lot of peace ; and as 
he sat beneath the shadow of the sycamore*, the dreams 
of imagination blended with the holiest feelings of the 
heart. In that pensivp twilight, filial piety was indeed 
to him its, own’‘exceeding great reward ; ior he knew that 
the household was beloved of heaven ! 

Allan Lorimer was now in holy orders, and about to 
be appointed successor to the old minister of his native 
parish, Vhen his pupil, who had for some ’months been 
unwell, was pronounced far gone in a consumption,. The 
anxiety of his parents was suddenly changed into despair; 
and, as for Mis mother, she seemed to be hurrying to the 
grave along with her son. The youth, whose fine fyse 
now wore an unearthly beauty—sb sunk and yet so bright 
—and whose tall figure, in health"so graceful, 1 ’was almost 
ghostlike in decline,’never slept,, night or day; but on 
the very confines of death seemed inspired with a more 
restless animation. The brightest visions arose before hir 
fancy, and he ‘would speak with an eloquence overpow T 
ering to the hearts that tenderly loved him, of all. his airy 
schemes and plans for that life which others*saw to be so 
near its close. The very air he breathed made him more 
than happy—wildly elate—and carried him, as on the 
wings of* hope, into the gloripus futufle, without seeming 
to tread the earth. Qh ! Sjjul, 4?ad was the lustre of those 
eyes tQ his lather’s soul; for he knew that, ere long, it 
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would be extinguished in the dust. All saw that he was 
dying, except the joyous victim himself; and who could 
bear to break the gracious delusion of nature, and speak 
of the grave to one whose whole being ov^fflowed with 
life? Aliaif Lorimer availed Jiimself of their hours of 
prayer to bring the truth slowly, calmly, and solemnly 
before him ; and the same buoyant spirit that had made 
life so beautiful - to his eyes, enabled him* after the dis¬ 
closure, *to look forward unappalled to death. The com¬ 
forts of religion, administered by one who had to him 
been father, brother, and friend, almost entirely subdued the 
frail and ineffectual longings fcr life that beinf; of the 
dust^retain as long as their dwelling is on the dust. 
While Allan Lorimer was in the room with him, his 
countenance always had a smile: an hotfr’s absence 
w%s like a cloud before the sun; and a promise had l>een 
made—a holy promise^—that at the last he would be 
kneeling at* the bedside, CB blind as the worm are we, 
alike in our hope and our despair 1 

The father of the dying boy was loth that he should be 
buried in a foreign land; yet, sometimes in a dream, and 
*ven w^en awake, he believed that the gff of Italy might 
restore him, and that there, beneath that genial climate, 
he%iighl be kept alive for years. Allan Lorimer gfasped 
at the same weak hope; anij as the sufferer was to any 1 
event resigned, a blind farewell was taken—Oh! shall it Be 
in everlasting farewell'.—card they two sailed a d ay toge¬ 
ther, on a voyage, as it might almost seem, to another world? 

All was still and silent about the Castle. „ The lady 
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never lifted up her head, and no longer thought on her 
son as among the living. Her husband, in tending her 
sick-bed, sometimes forgot him upon the seas. And are 
there not strange, dim, and incomprehensible hopes that 
sometimes arise suddenly in the inmost regions of our 
being, unallied to reason that disowns them all, but that 
will not be put down, no, not by all the death-pang 
agonies the soal can suffer, departing and again returning,' 
as if they loved the wretched,—even like beautiful white 
sea-birds hovering in the gloom o£ the tempest, and un¬ 
willing to flee utterly away, even to a place of rest 1 
At Kolm-Urae all was peace,, disturbed but by a 
thoughtful sorrow. The lord of the Castle often came 
and sat down beside the old people, looking for eomibrt 
in their faces, and finding it in the habitual calmness that 
characterizes the whole manner of the pious poor, fjj- 
rjuently something like hope breathed tip through the hush, 
and after joining with the humble household in prayer for 
the dying—perhaps the dead—he knew not how it was, 
but in spite of all the predictions of the most skilled, and 
his own forebodings, he felt a sort of instinctive assui ana*- 
that his son wvuld return. “ Not a fire is put out ij* 
night in a single dwelling in all the parish," would the 
pldnrnn say, “ till the inmates have knelt ii* prayer to liod 
for your son!” And when he thought of this, and looked 
abroad from his high w indow over the night-scene, he felt 
the influence of all those ascqnding prayers, and reinem- 
iiered that mercy, to Jhe eyes qf us mortal creatures, is the 
holiest iittrihule of 11 ini who inhabiletb Eternity. 
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The fiist letter that arrived from abroad, was in the 
hand-wri^ng of their son ; and for awhile both parents 
were without power to open it. It held out no hopes of 
his lecoveiy, bub breathed, throughout, a perfect spirit of 
resignation affd gratitude. Day jtfter day it was read over 
and over again, many hundred times, that some expression, 
some one single word of comfort, besides the calm character 
of the whole, might be detected and^Jevouitd. .In a few 
weeks it was followed by another equally tranquil; and the 
father drought, but dui# not utter the thought, from fear 
that the very sound of the words would destroy it^ that 
since death Mid delayed so Tong* to strike, he m%ht yet 
chansq.his purpose and lay down the fatal dart. A third 
letter came from his son, written it seemed with a firmer 
finger, and along with it, one from Allaf! Lorimer, 
cmtiously offering hope along with consolation, ’the 
doleful gloominess of the earth and sky was on a sudden 
lightened; and when fither tmd mother knelt down that 
night, they felt what thankless creatSres they had been all 
their liv^i before, so blessed were their spirits in the very 
'Sclc ness of gratitude to the great God. 

Meagwhile the worn and weary voyagf# had found rest 
in a sunny and sheltered Italian vale; and such was the 
reslbrative delight of the cloudless climate, that, although 
in all humility he was prepare^ to die, the hope rose with 
the love of life, and tears began again to flow at the thought 
of departing into dtffkness fi pm so beautiful a work). Few, 
who had left their nativ%laqjl as he left it, had, he well 
knew, ever returned. Two or three months’ sigjjtmf that 



heavenly sky, and their eyes closed for ever! Allan 
Lorimer, in all his hours of languor, lassitude,.and sick¬ 
ness, was still beside his coucli! He understood every 
motion of his eyes and hands, and couhi interpret even 
the sighs unconsciously made in disturbed" sleep. The 
sick-chamber was a place of silence, but the hush was 
the hush of intense wakefulness, alive to the slightest 
stir, and read, in a moment to give the cup, or smooth the 
pillow. And when the voice of that watcher was heard, 
it was in itself a medicine, so<pheermg in its present 
meanings, so pleasant and so pensive with the music of 
rememl jied years! i’ar away as they were from the Castle, 
the youth, on his awakening from his day-sleeps, often for 
awhile thought himself in his own study at home; for 
there was Allan Lorimer with a book in his hand, and 
none else beside, and all peace and silence as in their lo f *y 
cell below the battlements, liut'dre twitter of the martins 
was not heard, nor the thunder of the waterfall down 
among the wooded reeks. 

Like flowers growing under the shadow of some old 
ruin, but not altogether uuvisited by the sunshine, auSf 
therefore bcaul'ful in their melancholy lustre as thus, 
expanded in the full light of day, were the feelings and 
fancies that rose within the heart of him who lived*, it 
might he said, within the gloom of the burial-place, yet 
e.en in those mournful precincts, felt the wajmlh of re¬ 
storing Hope. His whole character was softened, subdued, 
and at the same time, (so perfect was a Christian’s resig¬ 
nation ,) sublimed. The querulous and restless impatienco 
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of disease, constantly soothed by the sympathy of a brother, 
subsided ^iaJly into utter calm ; penitence had succeeded 
remorse for all the sins his youth had known, and none 
are sinless ; and* so unappalling now was tl^ thought of 
death, that ffiere were seasons'when he felt that to die 
would be great, gain. But wasted as his frame was, and 
faint, feeble, and irregular too often the beatings of his 
leart, Oh ! how'that heart yearned withinIrim whqp the 
images of his*father and his mother and his sister passed 
before him during the night-watches!—when he saw the 
lighted cottage-windows burning like stars up and,down 
the darkness f and heard, aTar t>ff as it was and %ey,ond 
the rn*r of seas, the frequent psalm rising from glen and 
lull-side, the sacred melodies of his native, land^. 

Often has a sailor, in shattered bark and through racing 
sutf, in safety reached the shore, and often has a gallant 
ship, with all her bravery on and scarce a breath of wind, 
gone down # at sea^ Out of*almost hopeless jeopardy, 
Allan Lorimer saw that, his brother lad been brought by 
God’s O’jvn hand: the prayers that, so many hearts had 
Been pouring out were heard ; and the green earth closed 
my the pawning grave without its victim* The feci, tljat 
seemed to he awaiting the swathes of the shroud, once 
mofe trod lightly among the flowers; that faint, saiksmile? 
brightened into a happy expression, in which itself was 
lost; and his voice was like a musical instrument skilfully 
re-tuned. A day in one village, a week in another; a 
month in some fair townf awl a winter in the Eternal 
Cityand lie who had come to Ttaly—almost 40*11 ie— 
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prepared to leave it with a new life. He felt that for him 
a miracle had been wrought; nor did he fear to use that 
word in his prayers. Must we wait until we see the dead 
arise before.we say, “ A miracle, a miracle!” Faith 
sees them wrought within the confines of the clay, and 
looks from the Bible with a cleared eye over the daily 
revelation connecting Time with Eternity. 

There-was''the voice of singing heard throughout the 
whole parish, and the waving of boughs was seen over 
bands of children, and flower-garlands brightened every 
humble porch, the day on which it was known that Allan 
Lorimtf was to bring home the young heir of the Castle 
from the far-off country, that had seemed to the irDa<nna¬ 
tion of thtfse simple people the very region of death. Not 
a single person was left at work in the fields; the key 
was turned in every cottage-door; even the very bed¬ 
ridden were brought out to knoris by the road-side; and 
when a signal was given that the Returned were coming 
up the Brae, the old sexton began ringing the small kirk- 
bell, and a shout went circling along the hills all the way 
to the Castle. Within its walls, there was a solene"? 
silence, broken' only by the sobbing of a joy almost tea 
severe. Again and again the parents embraced one ano- 
jther in secret, and sank down together on their knees; 
Tjut the meeting came in its agony, and passed over ; and 
then there was perfect blessedness even on this side of 
the gravb! 

Allan Lorimer continued tc reside in the Castle. In- 
deed^'hvs presence seemed essential to the very life that, 
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under Providence, lie had saved; and his owri parents, 
happy in his prosperity, were well content with his daily 
visits of duty and affection. At the Castle he was indeed 
l>eloved as a son»: but could it he with a brother’s eyes, 
that he looked on that fair V isiontwho kept gliding for ever 
before him, calling herself his sister, in her tearful grati¬ 
tude : surrounding him at all times with the unconscious 
fascination of her •joy-brightened beaffty, and at night-fall 
touching his iftmost spirit with her low, fervent murmurs, 
breathed at the holy hour of prayer ! 

Yes ! brother and sister they indeed were, and to them 
sufficient were such pleasanf names. Although Ac had 
grown up, during his long absence, from the simplicity of 
childhood into maiden pride, and was now the loveliest 
lieing his eyes had ever beheld, lovelier far tiffin the di- 
viogst of the pale-uheeked and dark-eyed daughters*of 
Italy, yet Allan LorimeJ* looked untroubled on her coun¬ 
tenance, anff untroubled* listened to her voice. A dear 
and a solemn duty had been fulfilled by him in tending so 
devotedly that sick bed. Sitting there for so many days 
?i*d so many nights, and often expecting to hear the latest 
sigh, he # came to regard the family with feelings'so pro¬ 
found in their sadness, so hallowed by their continual 
conifnunion with the world of spirits, that even tliafr love^ 
which innocence and beauty inspire, could not now invade* 
his heart towards her whom he had so long comprehended 
in hid’ most sacred Sorrow. # He had brought baek to her 
embrace a brother for whop* shg hadjiften wept as for the 
dead ; and the reward he desired was not that hy%rt so 
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tender and so affectionate, not the beautiful bosom beneath 
which it beat; but that calm, deep, and unending affection, 
that brings rib blushes to the cheek, no sigh to the breast, 
no tear to the eye, but in freedom and confidence bestows 
its day-light smiles on its object, and unconsciously shows 
itself in in my a little token of gratitude and respect. 
.Besides, Allan Lorimgr was a man humbly born, and be 
looked on to ^ humble life, as the happiest of lots. Hau 
love, as a passion, sought to taJte possession of his mind, 
his reason would have resisted the impulse. Bor believe 
it not that we have no power over love ! Let us know 
well ourselves and our -eondit,ion-r-their natural powers, 

duties, and destinies; and with that aid from aboyfrjvhich 

a 

is never withheld from them who beseech it in humility 
and truth, we may walk our way through the world, de¬ 
limiting in all that is beautiful, without being disturbed 
or enslaved, and blest with the due measure of all life’s 
holiest affections. 

It is the Subbalh-day, and the little kirk can never hold 
that congregation assembled in the church-yard, and co¬ 
vering even the tombstones and the circle of the old mos.,y 
wall. Lo ! aaput i» pitched facing the Braes, and fre.n 
it the preacher will address his flock. Walking between 
.the aged pastor, whose earthly services, in the eye bi his 
’great Task-master, are no ( iv near their close, and his own 
father, Allan Lorimer, in the sacred garb, is seen to 
approach. It is the first Sabbath of his assistant ministry, 
and his soul overflows with «a holy joy. His friends of 
the C. c *.l$bow reverently lo him as he passes by; he sees 
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his own mother and his sister Alice, and almost thinks he 
hears them sob; on Alice leans, with downcast eyes 
streaming with tears, one to whom he is betrothed, the 
orphan grandchiW. of the aged pastor who ere long must 
drop the botfy; and now he stands in his place in all 
the beauty of pious youth, with hands uplifted to implore 
a blessing 1 There is the church-to^er,—there the shadow 
the sycamores,*—there the sound of the doves cooing in 
the belfry,—ifiere his brother’s grave ! A lark at* that 
moment rises, as if let loose from among the silent con¬ 
gregation, and carries up its hymns to heaven. For a 
moment that liour flashes bitek an his memory, w4en be¬ 
neath the birch-tree oh the knoll, he felt himself called 
upon by a voice within his own soul; and, ere* he opens 
his lips in public prayer, he ventures to bieallifc to himself 
inb.a whisper, the words he then uttered before his wan¬ 
dering, sister—“ (jraciovfe Father! if it be thy will, accept 
me as a Servant of thy Holy Word.” 


Aug. 1826. 



THE DROUGHT. 

BY JAMES MONTGOMERY. 


A%*ul it shall come to pass in that day, I will hear, saith 
the Lord: I will hear the heavens, and they shall the 
earth, ajid the'earth shall hear the corn and the wine anu 
the oil - y and they shall hear Jezreel.”- -Hosjea il. 21, 22. 


Wiiat strange, what fearfut thing hath come to pass'? 
The ground is iron, and the skies are lirass : 

Man, on the withering harvest., casts his eye, 

“ Give me your fruits in season, or 1 die 

The timely fruits implore their parent—Earth, , 

“ Where is thy strength to bring us forth to birth V’ 

The Earth, all prostrate, to the Clouds complains— * 

(< Send to my heart your fertilizing rains 

The Clouds invoke the Heavens—“ Collect, dispense 

Through* us your healing, quickening influence 

The Heavens to HiM^that rules,them raise their moan— 

“ Co^tpand thy blessing, and it shall be done.” 



I tl K IHIOl'l. IJ l . 


29 


— The Lord is in his temple :—hushed and still. 

The suppliapt Universe awaits his will. 

He speaks :-\and to the clouds the Heavens dispense 
With lightning speed, their gem.il influence,: 

The gathering, bicaking cloudsVjour down the rains : 
Earth drinks the blis^thro’ all hy ^mger veins. 

►From teeming furrows start the fruit# to birth, 

And slia&e tlffcir riches on the lap of Earth : 

Man sees the harvests grow beneath his 03 0 , 

Turns, and looks up with rapture to the sky ; 

All that hav# breath\pnd boing^hen rejoice. 

All Nature’s voices blfcnd in one great voice ; 
r • Glory to God, who thus Himself maKes known 
—When shall all tongues confess Him Goo*ai.om'.? 
I^ord, as the rain conus down fiorn heaven—the rain 
That waters Earth, amfr turns not thence again. 

Hut mahes«the tree to bud, the. corn to spring. 

And feeds and gkflldens every living thing ; 

So come thy Gospel o'er a world destroyed, 

,*n boundless blessings, and return not void : 

£0 lot it come, in universal diowers. 

To fill Earth’s dreariest wilderness with flowers, 

—«kVitli flowers of promise, fill the wild within 
Man’s heart, laid waste, and desolate by sin : 

Where thorns and thistles curse the infested ground, 

Let the rich fruiis wf light'Miisncss abound ; 

Anil lines of life, for cvcrjresli and^gioen, 

Klouridi, win re only ‘roe* of death have been 
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Let Truth look down from heaven, Hope soar above, 
Justice and Mercy kiss, Faith work by Love 
Heralds the year of jubilee proclaim ; 

Bow every knee at the Redeemer’s name; 

Nations new-born, their fathers’ idols spurn'; 

The ransomed of the Lopa with songs return; 

Through realms, widf-i» atness, thraldom, guilt, o’erspread. 
In light, joy, f reedor£i, be the spirit shed-. 

Speak thou the word :—to Satan’s power say, “ Cease !’’ 
But to a world of pardoned sinners—“ Peace !” 

Thus, in thy grace, O God, 7'hyt.elf make known, 
Then shall all tongues confess Tiiee God alone! 


Sheffield Aug. 1826, 





























THE C0TTAG1E JJIRL. 


A child beside a hamlet’s fount at play, 

Her fair face laughing at the sunny day; 

The cheerful girl her labour leaves awhile, 

To gaze on Heaven v s and Eafth’s unsullied’smBe; 
Her happy dog looks on her dimpled gheeks, 

And of his joy in his own language speaks; 

A gush of waters, tremulously bright. 

Kindling the aiiwto gladness with their light; 

And a soft gloom beyond, of summer-trees. 
Darkening the turf, and, sffadowed o’er by these, 

A low, dim, woodland cottage:—this was all l 
Wlgit had the scene for memoxy to mcall 
With a fond look of love 1 What secret spell 
With*the heart’s pictures bade-its imag4 dwell T 
What but the’spirit of the joyous child. 

That freshly forth o’er stream and verdure smiled, 
Casting upon the common things of earth 
\ brightness, born and gone with infant mirth ! 

F. 11. 



THE HOUR OF PRAYER. 


BY MRS. HF.MANS. 


Child, amidst the flowers "at play. 
While thb red light fades away ; 
Mother, with thine earnest eye, 
Ever following silently; 

Father, by the breeze of eve 
Called thy harvest-work to leave ;— 
Pray !—Ere yet the dark hours be. 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 


Traveller, in the stranger’s land. 

Far from c thine own household band ; 
Mourner, haunted by the tone 
Of a voice from this world gone ; 
Captive, in whose harrow cell 
Sunshine hath not leave to dwell; 
Sailor, on the darkening sea;— 

Lift the heart and bend the knee ! 
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Wa'/rior, that from battle won, 
Breathest now at set of sun ; 
Woman, o’er the lowly slain. 
Weeping on his burial-plain; 

Ye tfcat triumph, ye that,sigh. 
Kindred by one holy tie h 
Heaven’s first star alike ye see— 
Lift the heart and bend the Mice! 


'SONNET. 

BY JOHN HOLLAND. 

■VWuo shall avenge the slave!” I stood and cried: 

“ The earth, the earth !’* the echoing sea replied: 

I turned m 9 to the ocead, bufleacb wave 
Declined to be the avenger of the sldve. 

“ Who shall avenge the slave!” my species ciy— 

“ The winds, the floods, the lightnings of the sky 
ktum’i^to these,—from them one echo igt ,— 

“ The right avenger of the slave, is man 1”— 

Mlh was my fellow; in his sight X stood, 

Wept, and besought him by th£ voice of blood: 

Sternly he looked, as proud on earth he trod. 

Then said, “ The atenger of the slave is God!”- 
I looked in prayer towardsshearen—twltile Twas still. 
And then methought God’s voice replied—” 1 >*«*?!” 



SOM/S ACCOUNT 

OP 

THE ARMENIAN CHRISTIANS 

AT CONSTANTINOPLE. 


BY THJ. BEV. EGBERT WALSH, LL.D. 

Late Chaplain to the British Embassy at Constantinople. 


Armenia, a country in Asia, lying to tie North of 
Persia and Mesopotamia, and to the South of-the Euxine 
and Caspian Seas, is celebrated from the earliest anti¬ 
quity. The face of the region is very mountainous, and 
all the'great ifers take their rise there: the Tigris and 
the Euphrates running South, and falling into the Persian 
Gulf?,and the Phaais, Cyrus, and Araxes, running Nd? ih, 
‘and hilling into the Euxjpe and Caspian Seas, indicate 
that their sources must he in the highest land in the im¬ 
mense space which they traverse. Hfcnce it was that this 
region was first uncovered by the waters of the Deluge, 
and th^Jrk, we are told, rested on Mount Ararat, the 
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highest mountain of Armenia.* In the histories «f Greece 
and Ronjf, Armenia was the scene of many events. The 
Ten Thousand Greets passed through it in their retreat 
from Persia; and Tigranes, king of Aimesia, was the 
great ally ot Mithridates, the powerful enemy of the 
Romans. It afterwards formed part of the Parthian 
monarchy, established by the Afsacid®, on the decline 
of the Romap empire, and was finally subdued Ijy the 
Turks, under Selim I., in the year 1515, and has ever 
since continued annexed, as a province, to the Turkish 
dominions. 

On the subjugation of Armenia by the Turks, .the 
country became greatly depopulated. Numbers emigrated 
to different parts of the world, where, like the Jews, they 
continue at this day dispersed, and retain, like them, the 
dharacteristics which distinguish their original country; 
and they acquired a propensity for wandering about, and 
a commercial enterprise, winch still mark them in the 
East, and which once distinguished them in the Western 
world. »Cha Abbas, the celebrated Persian monarch, 
cotemporary with our Elizabeth, availed himself of the 
Ibroad of the Turks, and invited the fi/^tive Armeniivns 


* The Armenians believe that the Ark was miraculously 
preserved from deca^ and still exists on the top of tfy'ir moun¬ 
tain. Many attempts, they say, have been made to ascend to 
where it is; but the persons* whpi near the top, always found 
themselves, by some supernatural means, again convejKd to 
the bottom. 
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to settle,in' his dominions, where he gave them eVeiy 
protection and encouragement. Twenty thousand Ar¬ 
menian families were located in the province of Guilam 
alone, where they carried the culture of silk to the high 
state of perfection which it has attained there. In Julfa, 
a suburb of Ispahan, an exclusive colony was formed, 
which consisted of thirty thousand persons. This colony 
became the great centre of Asiatic commerce. The/ 
were distinguished by a frugality, industry, and economy, 
and above all by a spirit of enterprise and a personal cou¬ 
rage and activity in commercial speculations, very different 
from the luxurious indolence of an Asiatic people. It 
was the practice of the Armenian merchants to accompany 
themselves all their commodities into foreign countries. 
A treaty was concluded with the czar of Muscovy, by 
which the Armenian merchants had free passage through 
his dominions, and the extent to which they availed them¬ 
selves of it, is almost incrddible" in those rune times and 
barbarous regions. 'They proceeded with their bales of , 
silk and other commodities across the Caspian Sea, or 
through Tartary to Astrachan, at the mouth of the Volga, 
and from thenftp ascended the river to Moscow. Si. 
Petersburg!! was not at this time built, and the Muscovites 
had no port on the Baltic. The Armenians, therefore, 
ptoceeded to Archangel, on the White Sea; and embark¬ 
ing there with their merchandize, sailed round the North 
Cape of*'Lapland, and so visited the Western countries of 
Europe. Having disposed, of *Sheir Asiatic produce, they 
returiUsThy the Mediterranean, and brought back that of 
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Europe in exchange. In this way the cloths of England 
and Holjpnd, the glass of Venice, and all the then cele¬ 
brated. manufactures of European industry, were first cir- • 
culated through the East by these enterpi isiag^eople, who, 
setting out from tlie^entre of Asia, and the mildest climate 
on earth, penetrated the i:e of the Arctic Circle to accom¬ 
plish their extraordinary journey.* 

Though the industry of Europeans has now cn^ngea 
the current of this commerce, and Asiatics no longer bring 
us theirs and take back our produce; still the Armenians 
are the great merchants, through whose agency commerce 
is now circulated through the inferior of the East. # Afywt 
40,000 reside in India, where they car§y on the greater 
part of the inland trade. *' I also found mai\v merchant* 
of that nation in Transylvania, Hungary, Inland, and 
Russia, where thtfy are distinguished by their national 
(jiialities—industry, frugality, activity, afid their natural 
and inseparable result, great Bpulence. 

Put by far the most humerous an5 important colony of 
these ptyple, is that which was brought to Constantinople 
by the Turks, after they had subdued their country. -I 
Hras curious to ascertain with accurarf their present 
numbers, and I obtained an authentic return from the 
districts in which they reside. There are at- present it* 
Constantinople and ’he adjoining villages on the Bos¬ 
phorus, 200/*90 Armenian Christians. Of these, about 
4000 in ,! vido.ifs h^ve conformed to "Roman Catholic forms 
of worship, and acknowledge the supremacy of the See of 
Home; the remain lev adhere to the doctrines and discipline 

K 
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o'f their primitive Asiatic churches, and acknowledge no 
spiritual head but their own patriarch. The religious state 
of this people is, therefore, that of their nation: I can 
speak of it fiam a residence and observation of some years 
among them; and what I have not seen, I can detail 
from authentic information. 

The Armenians were first converted to Christianity by 
St. Gregory of Nazianzus, a town in Cappadocia, who,' 
in the reign of the Greek Emperor Theodosius, was 
elected Patriarch of Constantinople. He, however, pre¬ 
ferred the duties of a missionary to heathen nations yet 
uncpnvbrted, and with this view he returned to his own 
country, and proceeded eastward to the mountains of 
Armenia," where he first preached the Gospel. The 
tradition ofthe Armenians on this important event, is as 
foll&ws. The country at that time was governed by 
Tiridates, a cruel tyrant, who immediately had the missi¬ 
onary seized and thrown into a dungeon, deep; dank, and 
filled with serpents. ' Here he was left and forgotten, and 
nothing further was heard of him and his doclriues. 
Thirty years after this event, Castrovitugh, sister of Tiri¬ 
dates, was distyi^ed by nocturnal visions; an angel, she 
asserted, appeared to her, and constantly urged her to 
intercede for Gregory. She therefore applied to her 
brother, who assured her, intercession was Useless, as the 
missionary was long since dead; and allowed her to 
satisfy Kbrself by examining bis dungeon. She did so, 
and to her astonishenont juidrjoy, found the missionary, 
not only alive, but iu perfect health.- She now urged this 
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miracle as a proof of his divine mission; but Tirirlates, 
like Pharaoh, still hardened his heartland kept him con¬ 
fined, till God converted him by a terrible visitation. lie 
was one day hunting a wild boar on the sir^p of Mount 
Ararat, wh^r suddenly he was changed into a similar 
animal, and all his attendants into hounds in pursuit of 
him. The people, struck with this awful judgment, im¬ 
mediately rushed to the dungeon, add libenfted Gregory; 
who prated t!iat the king and his attendants migSt be 
restored to their proper shapes. His prayers were heard, 
and the first use they made of their human forms, was to 
be baptized, and acknowledge the doctrines of Christianity, 
which were then embraced by all the nation. Gregoiy 
afterwards lived to a great age, founding churches in the 
country, which are still held in high venerarirfh. At his 
4path, he was canonized as the patron saint of the nation, 
under tire name of “ Sufp loo Savorich,” or the “ Holy 
Illuminator” and still further to evince their respect and 
reverence, they commenced their or* from the time of his 
death, which happened, according to their account, in tiro 
year 551 after Christ; our present year therefore, 1826, 
is, according to the Armenian calendar, # yJ75. 

The principal church founded by St. Gregory, was Hrat 
rflP‘ Etchmeasin,” where, according to their eeclesijistical 
history, another extraordinaryjniracle was wrought. Thfe 
church stands upon a rock, under which was a deepcavertt. 
In the times of Paganist®, this cavern was Idled with 
impure demons, who wci* consulted on all future events, 
nml cave answers like the Greek and Homan Gfacles. 
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This foul delusion was destroyed, they say, by Christ 
himself, who, at the intercession of St’. Gregory, descended 
with his cross io his hand, had striking the rock with it, 
rebt asundijf -the abode, a*'! put to flight the demon inha- 
• bitanls.* The rock f:ort thence was caller! “E’thmeasin,” 
or the “ i'trohe;” and the church founded oi it, was 
made the seat of the'r llatriarch, thespiritual head of their 
church. The Mahomedans themselves* hold it in such 
respect, that they have allowed it. a privilege which no 
other place of worship is permitted to etgoy in their 
dominions. The Turks abhor the sound of a hell; their 
own Congregations are trailed to worship ‘by a human 
voice, and those ,of other sects by a wooden mallet struck 
against 4 boa-d; to the church of Elchmeasin alone they 
permit a ribg of bells, awl for that reason they call it at 
this day, “ Chunglt- Chilsf,” or the “Church of Bells.” 

From the time of St. Gregory, Christianity made a rapid 
and extensive progte s in the East. At the p-triod of the’ 
Turkish invasion, th« capital of Armenia was “ A nee,” 
celebrated for containing within it three hundred Christian 
churches. The inroad of the Mahometans, however, with 


The early fathers of the church mention the silence im¬ 
posed upon Pagan oracles us one of the first effects of the pro¬ 
mulgation of Christianity, according to the prophecy of the 
Apostle, “Whether there be prophecies,they shallfail;” 1 Cor. 
xilt. 8. Kuscbtus goes so far as to enumerate some of them. 
It .was asserted that Munition's statue ceased to emit sounds at 
the same time and for the same cause. 
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the Koran in one hand, and the exterminating sword in 
the other, has now swept away those monuments of the 
Gospel, and, like Ephesus and the churches in the other 
parts of Asia, and frrnn the same cause, they have left 
only their nan»e and place behind them. 

The churches of the Armenians are plain edifices out¬ 
side, hut the interior is exceedingly gaudy. In' common 
*vith the Greeks, tjiey abhor images asddolatrqps, and they 
never admit a statue inside their church. They do tart, 
however, annex the same idea to pictures, and the walls of 
their churches are literally covered up to the roof with 
portraits of oqr Saviour, the Virgin, and different prints, 
to all of which they pay a profound veneration, by gerih- 
flection, touching their hands first to thi ground before 
them, and then to their foreheads, and kissing feme part 
of the figure with an awful respect. The service .is 
chaunted, and the music.much more tolerable than that 
oftheGrcekg. 

The Armenian church is governed ,by four Patriarchs, 
whoso jurisdiction is acknowledged by the people in 
whatever ^listaut country they may reside; namely, the 

Patriarch of “ Etchmeasin,” near Eiivan, in Persia, and 

• a * 
of “ Sis, ” “ Canshahar," and “Achtamar, in Armeniat 

Thtjfe are, besides, two others, which, though of equgl or 

greater consequence, are merely titular, and properly form 

no part of the discipline of the Armenian Church; these 

are the Patriarchs of“ Constantinople” and "Jerusalem.” 

It is the policy of the Turts to avail themselves of the 

rcligious prejudices of the people they suhdue, and tfceii 
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apparent toleiation is little more than sordid avarice, or 
selfish policy; they therefore appointed two new Patriarchs 
within their own immediate centroid, and to which they 
nominate creatures of their own choice. On every ne w 
appointment, they receive an enormous sum of money, and 
the Patriarch then becomes the instrument of enforcing the 
firmans, and collecting the llaratch, or Capitation Tax, 
for which \it is made responsible; the poor Patriarchs of. 
Constantinople, therefore, whether Greek or Armenian, 
are not held in much resp :t by their people, as they are 
constantly changed for the money every now appointment 
brings, and they are jkno*.vix to be the«.meie tools of 
Turkish masters. 

When an Armenian feels, as he thinks, a call to the 
ministry,die simply goes to the priest of his district, ac¬ 
companied by his falhei an 1 mother, and announces that 
he wishes to devote himself to Cod. I fe is then presented 
with a cope by the priest,, and at the expiration of some 
period of probation, lie is ordamed and presented by the 
bishop with the sacerdot.il vestments. 

Piiests are oidained as in the Western Church, by the 
“ imposition of handsbut it is necessary that the fpur 
‘primitive Patriarchs shouid concur in this ordination, 
either personally or by a representative: if the Pat^.df 
■ of Constantinople assist, he does it as proxy for another. 
• The priesthood is divided into two classes—secular and 
reguhw. The first are not only allowed to marry, but it 
Is enjoined to thefn as a nqtessary qualification for holy 
orders; but if a priest’s wife dies, and he takes another, he 
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becomes suspended and degraded from his sacerdotal 
functions.^ The regular clergy, or monks, arc not allowed 
to take wives ; and as all the Aignitaries of their church, 
the Patriarchs and Bfthops, must be taken from this order, 
it follows of cSu'se, that no Patriarch or Bishop can be 
a married man. The whole clerical establishment is now 
supported by voluntary contributions made at fesiiva'sand 
fbther times in thek churches, and cer'An fees on occasional 
duties. Tire convents, however, have still some poitiobs of 
land annexed to them, which goes to the sustenance and 
support of the monks who cultivate them. There arc 
three orders of monks : that *f “•Surp Savorich,” ar “ St. 
Gregory,” “ Surp Parslach,” or “ St. Basil,” and “Surp 
•Dominicos,” or “ St. Dominick.” This latter » a more 
recent order, and has been adopted from the Latin Church. 
TJie.sc Cicnobites inhabit four convents situated in different 
parts of Asia: “ Surp Ctr.abet,” or “ St. John,” on the 
frontiers of Persia; “ Yaratch/>’ or the “ lloly Cross,’’near 
Vau, in ArmeniaAspasasin," or*lhe “ Holy Virgin,” 
near Diarbekir, in Mesopotamia; and “SurpBogas,” or 
“St. Paul,” at Angora, in Asia-Minor. Besides these, 
liere are many religious persons who senate themselves 
from the world, and devote their lives to solitude add 
“JlfSyer; among these, the “Gigniahores” are th»most 
remarkable. They search out # the highest and most inac* 
cessible rocks, and, climbing to the summit, never again 
descend. They are supplied by provisions which the 
pious bring below, and w’ujch Jho Aiiciioret draws up by 
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means of a cord. It is evident that these are a remnant 
of the order of Simon Stylites. 

Besides the usual orders*)!bishops, priests, and deacons, 
there is one peculiar to the Armenian church, that of the 
Vertaiiets, or Doctors. They are considered as the most 
learned of the nation, and allowed extraordinary privileges. 
They are permitted to preach their sermons sitting ,—an 
indulgence rot extended to their bishops. Their opinion* 
are the standards of‘orthodoxy, and they’wen? the great 
opponents of the missionaries from Rome, who in all their 
writings gr eatly abuse them for their heresies. When the 
different heresies which sprung up in the earjy ages of the 
chUrch were condemned by the -synods, they generally 
retired t*) some remote part, where, to this day, they arc, 
professed, though now forgotten or disregarded try the rest 
of £! hristendom. 

Lite all the Orientals, the Armenians attribute great 
importance to fasting. A pong, people so comparatively 
moderate and simple in their diet, restraints imposed on 
their appetites cannot be felt in the same degree as by 
nations who are less temperate; but they are atnually so 
.severe, .and so rigidly observed, as to evince an extraor¬ 
dinary sincerity and self-denial. Their first great period 
of farjting corresponds with ours—the forty days preceding' 
‘Raster Sunday. Many commence tire fast by abstaining 
Jhree or four days from all kinds of food, and then, during 
its continuance, they eat nothing till.tliree o’clock in the 
day, in imitation of Cornelius, who fasted till that hour.. 



45 


ACCOUNT OK Till! AIIMFNIAN CI111ISTIAXS. 

When they do eat, they are not allowed the food that is 
permittcd%by other churches. They must not eat fish 
with blench which is permirtJS^in the Latin Church ; nor 
fish with shells, which is permitted in the Gn»ek. They 
are restricted to bread and oil; and because olive oil 
is too nourishing and too great a luxury, they use that 
which is expressed from a grain oalled sousam, of a taste 
and odour exceedingly revolting. In this way they^ ob¬ 
serve certain periods before Christmas and other festivals, 
besides every Wednesday and Friday; so that the whole 
pear is a succession of Lents; with short intervals, daring 
which they oBserve, not a nomiiftil, but a rigid, uncom¬ 
promising abstinence. Many of the Ijpatmen on the . 
|Josphorus # and the hummals or porters, are Armenians. 

I have often pitied those unfortunate men, w'nSra I have 
iC#n labouring whale days without remission, on scatfty 
liet, scarcely sufficient to support a human body when 
lot making Bmy exertion! ’ Aftiong.the food from which 
hey abstain altogether, is the flesh of a hare, which no 
tall of appetite or scarcity of food will induce some of 
hem to touch. They do not allege for it any prejudice 
'oflnded on the Lovitieal Law, which induat* some worthy 
icople among • ourselves to abstain from swine’s flesh; 
jut they assign physical cau : es. They assert that a ?iare 
las certain bodily habits tiiatstoo nearly resemble the 
lipnan; and, moreover, that it is of a melanchulv lem- 
icrament, to which* they themselves have too great a 
Imposition, and whi.Ji the* flesh ofdliis animal would 
iave a tendency to increase. 
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As tlio Armenians 'are thus severe in .theii discipline, 
so they are rigid in their doctrines. They ho^l the tenet, 
of Infant Baptism, but ifffist on the necessity of total 
immersion,of the body. The priest, therefore, takes the 
child by the hands and feet, and plunges hftn three times 
in the water; and so necessary to the spiritual effect do 
they hold the washing of the whole body, that if any part 
remains unvfletted, tficy raise the water in their hand, and 1 
so purify the unwashed limb. The ceremony of chrism, 
or anointing the infant with oil, takes place after baptism. 
The forehead, eyes, ears, stomach, palms of the hands, 
and ifoles of the feet, are touched with consecrated oil, 
and then the bread of the Eucharist is touched to the lips. 

The "Eucharist, or, as they call it, n Surp usium,” ik 
administel‘c3 to adults on Sundays and festivals, in a 
mtmner different from all other Christian churches. They 
use unleavened bread, or wafef, which they steep in the 
wine, from whence the priest takes it with iris fingers, and 
distributes itlndiscriminately to the co'mmunicants. There 
is generally, beside the priest, a boy who assists; to him 
be presents his fingers, after he has given the elements, 
and he devmp.Jy licks off whatever has adhgrod to them. 
The Armenians, to a certain extent, believe in the doc- 
trinf of Transubstantiation on this occasion, and "ufte 
literally the expression pf “ this is my body.” They 
'further imagine that these elements, converted into the 
Real Presence, remain for .twenty-four hours in the sto¬ 
mach undigested, during, which time they never spit, not 
stiller a dog, or any other impure thing, to touch their mouths. 
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la their marriages they are very precise; not only en¬ 
forcing the prohibitions of consanguinity which our church 
enjoins, but many others whichtour church does not. A 
second marriage is allowed to the laity, but a third brings 
with it a scandal that no Armenian will venture to incur. 
They are' in all tilings anxious to observe the fitness and 
propriety of things; widows are enjoined to unite them¬ 
selves to widowers.only, and spinsterssto bachelors. As 
the nation *ij really Asiatic, their notions of female jifo- 
priety are all founded in Oriental /eelings. Their women 
are kept in a state of severe seclusion; and the parties 
to be married never see each other, perhaps, till theyjneet 
at the marriage ceremony. There are certain experiences 
females, whose exclusive profession it is to’make matches, 
and wh,o are so numerous as to form, like anybodies of 
people of the same pursuits in tire East, a land of corpo¬ 
ration. To every family,»one of those has access; and 
when it is deemed prudent or desirable by her friends that 
a female should msfrry, this person is commissioned to 
look out for a suitable match, and never fails to find one. 
1 was invited to the wedding of a young lady of one of 
the first'Armenian families in Pera, whose matali was 
made in this way, and who, I was assured, had novel* 
■sewtlie man she was going to marry. We went about 
eight o’clock in the evening, and found the house lighted 
up, and full of the lady’s friends, among whom were the, 
priest and his wife,*very plain, simple-looking persons. 
We passed through severe^ ante-roqjns, in which were 
groups of people, and were finally ushered into an inside 
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chamber, round which was a divan, or long sofa, against 
the wall. On the divan were a number of Armenian 
ladies, siting cross-legged, twp or three deep*, and close 
together; and at the far corner sat a still, motionless form, 
like a bust, in a niche, covered over with ajicli veil, glit¬ 
tering with gold, which hung down on all sides, so as 
entirely to conceal the figure beneath it. This bust was 
the bride. . Across the middle of the joom was a line of. 
men standing two or three deep, going in silence on the 
bride. Out of complaisance to our Frank, customs, chairs 
were brought for our accommodation, and placed inside 
the fyie of men : oa, these we now sat down, and conti¬ 
nued for a long time to gate in s lence also. The bride 
now, fyt the first time, permitted her veil to be raised • 
but it waj immediately again let fall. The short glimpse, 
however, showed us a slight figure .and a pale face, with 
an expression exceedingly joyless and pensive. She 
foimed a strong contrast to the,ladies on the, divan, who, 
though silent, or .speaking in .whitpers, were in high 
spirits. They were all distinguished by glittering coronets 
of gold and diamonds, placed on the crown of .he head, 
from tyhence their hair hung down in the most beautiful 
.and extraordinary profusion, sweeping the divan on winch 
they were sitting. Their faces in general were lojtjljH’ 
their manners very modest, but very affable, and no one 
seemed veiled or reserved hut the bride. Refreshments 
were ^ovv handed to us by two o." the young Jadies, who 
stepped from the divan for that purpose. They consisted 
of .little glasses of Bed Rosoglio, followed by spoonsful 
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of a sweet, white, consistent syrup, like flower and honey, 
and washed- down by goblets of water, not very clear. 
The refreshment was accompanied by music; a group of 
musicians sat in a comer of the room, ant^ played and 
sung appropriate songs. An open space was now cleared 
opposite the bride, and two embroidered mats were laid 
on it. On these were placed two enormous silver candle¬ 
sticks, containing wax tapers of a proportionate size; and 
betweenthem a third enormous'candle, without a cfndle- 
tftick, and singularly decorated. It was bound on the 
top of a "white pole, and ornamented with festoons of 
ribands and* gold tinsel. As U could not stand by itself, 
it was bound to the bick of a chair, and placed directly 
before the bride. This candle was called the*' nuptial 
taperit represented the maiden state of tl«e girl, and 
jvas to burn till that state expired and she became a wife: 
it is then extinguished and preserved in her family; while 
the snuff sf the wick is tal^n by the priest, who affirms 
that it is endued -vVith many virtues* I did not expect to 
see the torch %f Hymen thus lighted at a Christian 
wedding. 

The priest was now called forward to perform* another 
important ceremonv. A low table was placed near the 
WSptial taper; this was covered with a white cloth, or 
napkin, and the priest sat down at one end, attended by 
another Aimenian, who was not a priest, to say responses, 
fie took out of hisabosom a small crucifix, and waving it 
several times in the air ovcg the tabl®, he uttered a bene¬ 
diction : he then began a prayer, and concluded vwith a 
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psalm, accompanied by his assistant, in a very disso¬ 
nant and nasal tone. When the psalm was over, we 
were curions to see what was under the cloth. It was 
lifted slowly up, and a large rioh shawl appeared on the 
table, which was immediately talcs and ceremoniously 
wrapped round the bride. This was considered one of 
the most important parts of the ceremony, and called— 

“ Blessing the nuptiaf shawl.” 

We now took our leave, and were invited Ito come 
again on the morrow, when the bride was to be conveyed 
to the bridegroom, who was all this time at Galata, a 
distant part of the town,r and never suffered to approach 
the house. 

The m,*t day, about three o’clock, the lady was led 
down in the same dress she wore the day before, and, , in. 
addition to her ample veil, the consecrated shawl was 
wrapped round her in such a way,' as absolutely to enve¬ 
lope her. An aruba, or Turkish coach, drawn by buffa¬ 
loes, was waiting at the door: this consisted of a long 
platform of boards laid upon four wheels, Aid surmounted 
with a gaudy canopy of wood, carved and gilt. l&to this 
the bride was lifted, wrapped up like a child in swaddling 
cltithos going to bo christened. Her female friends, in- . 
eluding the priest’s wife, to tbp number of ten or twelwr- 
sut round her so as effectually to conceal her person. 
The nupLial candle was home on the shoulder of a boy, 
who walked before; and in this way the procession slowly 
moved to Galata, to the house of her husband, when, for 
the first time, he was permitted to see her face. Tire 
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final marriage ceremony did not take place till three days 
after, at jhich no strangers were admitted. 

Notwithstanding their very unpromising mode of court¬ 
ship, marriage is generally a happy, or, at lea^t, a tranquil 
state among*the Armenians, and instances of conjugal, 
infidelity are utterly unknown. ’ As a religious people, 
they consider it a most solemn a engagement; and the 
disposition of the females, as well .from nature as edu¬ 
cation, is’so gentle, docile, and domestic, that her Incli¬ 
nations never stray beyond her house, her husband, and 
her children. 

When a'family is numertfts, it frequently happens that # 
the young men do not separate, as with us; but wlten 
they marry, they all bring their wives home to their fathers' 
house, and the several families live together in a state of 
patriarchal community. 1 was invited, with some Fsank 
friends, to dine with * family of this description, who 
lived in ore of the beautiful villages of the Bosphorus. 
They sent a caiq&e to convey us, -and we arrived about 
two o’clock. W! were introduced to the reception-room, co¬ 
vered with a mat, and furnished with a divan round it, in the 
gsual style of oriental houses. Here we^were received by 
the family. First, an aged man, with a long white beaftl, 
•■Juiiine nose, and strong marked features, approached us, 
and made his salaam by bending forward, and with his 
right-hand touching, first his breast and then his forehead: 
hext in successors came his three sons, who were men 
advanced in life; then lug aged wifp; -and last, his three 
daughters-in-law, two of whom wore young, an<t very 
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lovely women. Of these, the mother alone was allowed 
to sit on a corner of the divan: the young wqmen stood 
below the step at the bottom of the room, waiting in 
silent respept for orders. Presently, sweetmeats, .and an 
ardent aromatic spirit, distilled from grapes,* called rail, 
were brought by the lidies, which we were invited to 
partake of as whets to pur appetite, and then dinner was 
announced hi anotlfer apartment. W6 found a small 
table, covered with a cloth, and plates, on each of which 
was a wooden spoon, crossed with a knife, sharp pointed, 
and not very clean, like those found at French tables. 
On ea«h plate also were cwo* napkins—one huge, for the 
lap and hands ; ( the other small, of fine muslin, with a 
coloured* fringed border, shot with gold, to wipe the 
mouth. The men alone seated themselves; the women 
stood respectfully round to wait on them. There was one 
lady of our party Who took her 'seat next her husband ; 
the Armenian women stared at each other with surprise, 
as if they Considered her forwardness a great scandal. 
Small gilt tumblers, containing a dark reel wine from the 
Archipelago, were laid before each plate, and the dinner 
was served, ^’he first dish was a soup made with meal, 
which in taste and consistence resembled Scotch stirabout. 
When, this was removed, a dish of small fried plaice 
laid down,—a great rarity,,which is seldom found among 
the abundant fish of the Bosphorus: these we eat with no 
other safice than a salad of ctesses, parsley, and lemon! 
jui,ce. This *vas sueceedert hr sheep’s trotters, stewed 
to rags, with crumbs of bread and highly-peppered sauce. 
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Next was laid down a fowl, cut .into pieces, and simply 
broiled on a brander like a spateh-cock; after which came 
a very large dish of pastry, consisting of strata of cheese 
interposed between lamina of pancakes fried in oil, and 
piled np to a considerable height. This ended the first 
course, when we had some pause: our glasses were re¬ 
plenished with wine, and we drank healths, the old man 
praying fervently that it might do ua, good. „The second 
course commenced with a large red gurnet broileck, the 
belly of Which was stuffed with onions, sweet currants, 
and small kidney-beans: this was succeeded by a pud¬ 
ding of lirojvn macaroni, «w^etened with hongy and 
spices. The dinner finished with a dish of caymac* or 
sweet, hard cream, of which the peopfe in theJEast are 
vety fond: this was overlaid with a jelly, that exactly 
resembled size, in colour, taste, and consistence. Stpall 
glasses of blue raki were now handed about, with foreign 
liquors; argl we rose from thg table. The ladies were at 
hand, each assiduously presenting ti* with a basin, ewer, 
and embroidered towel; and having helped us to wash, 
we retlftned to the reception-room. Here we had chi- 
ljouks and coffee, and presently an Armenian bighop and 
other company were introduced. The*bishop was*a 
seemely, portly man, with a large black beard turning 
grey, and dressed in a brown silk cassoc and sash. He 
held in his hand a long rosary, the beads of which l\p 
fvas continually epunting, two at a time; and on bis 
finger was a large diamond ring, which he seemed not 
unwilling to display- He was, as we were informed one 
r 2 



54 ACCOUN THE AHMENIAH CI1H1ST1SKS. 

of those bishops who, according to the'discipline of -the 
Armenian Church, have no local habitation or fixed Sees, 

10f 

but live an ambulatory life, always moving from place to 
place. Their duty is to pay domiciliating visits to the 
different families, like the elders appointed hy the annual 
meetings of the Quakers, and reprove and correct any 
laxity of religion, morals, or manners among their people : 
they are, therefore, literally, the Eirwicoiroi, or overseers ol 
the primitive church. 

The younger part of the family were now admitted, and 
presented to us: they consisted of nine or ten boys and 
girls of different ages, fpm three to twelve. The com 
pauy now exhibited a striking appearance of the discipline 
of an Armenian" family. The divan at the upper end of 
the room yvas occupied exclusively by us strangers; on 
the s right-hand side sat the venerable elder and the bishop, 
and on the left his sons, with other Armenian men; at 
the bottom of the room, below tire step, stood^the women 
and children, silent, regular, and motionless, like a file of 
mutes. We wished to be familiar with these beautiful 
children, and one or two fine boys were permitted to 
come forward. Their manners were remarkably pleasing 
and gentle, wiilfout any awkwaid embarrassment. We 
gave them some little presents, which, with the pcrmissiHfe 
of th*eir parents, whose looks they cousnlted, they .ac¬ 
cepted ; and then kissing our Itands, and laying them on 
their foreheads, they respectfully returned to their places. 
As the Armenians retire very early to rest, we departed 
at si,- o’clock, greatly struck with the manners of .these 
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people, where tbfee generations live together in harmony 
and love, and with a reverence to years and condition, 
that reminded us of the patriarchal ages, when Sarah 
stood at the tent-door while Abraham entertained the 
strangers, th£ sons of Jacob sat according to their birth, 
and Joseph saw with him children of the third generation. 

Nor does the attachment of families cease with this 
life; for long ajter death they endeavour tr hold a vi¬ 
sionary oommttnication with their parents and children. 
The Cemeteries of the people of the East are not, as with 
us, small, and scattered in detached places through their 
cities; but tjieie are large conynon receptacles dor the 
dead outside their towns. In the vicinity of Constaiiti- 
.nople, each nation has its own; and t!ie Turk#, Jews, 
Greeks, and Armenians, form immense cities of the dead. 
That of the Armenians occupies a space of several hun¬ 
dred acres, on a hill that overlooks the Bosphorus. The 
Tuiis, on jfie death of. a frjfnd, plant a young cypress 
over his grave ; their drurying-ground, therefore, consists 
of extensive groves of these trees, which they reserve ex¬ 
clusively to themselves. The Armenians generally plant 
oj such occasions a tree* which yields a^resinous* gum of 
a strong aromatic odour, which fills die air, and correcfs 
exhalations from the graves. They grow to a ^arge < 
size, and form very picturesque objects in a landscape." 
Their cemetery on the Bosphorus is covered with these? 


Histuccea Tcrelmrthlna. 
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trees, and from its elevated situation, the view it com¬ 
mands, and the view it presents, is perhaps the most 
interesting grove in the world. Here whole ^Armenian 
families, of two or three generations together, are con¬ 
stantly seen sitting round the tombs, and holding visionary 
communications with their departed friends. According 
to their belief, the souls of the dead pass into a place 
called Gayunk, whith is not a purgatory, for they suffer 
neitBer pain nor pleasure, but retain a perfect conscious¬ 
ness of the past. From this state they may be delivered 
by the alms and prayers of the living, which the pious 
Armenians give liberally foritheir friends. Easter Monday 
is Ihe great day on which they assemble for this purpose-; 
but every Sunday, and frequently week days, are devoted, 
to the same object. The priest who accompanies diem, 
first proceeds to the tombs, and reads the prayers for the 
dead, in which he is joined by the family. They then 
separate into groups, or singly sitting down, by favourite 
graves, call its inhabitants about them, and, by the help 
. of a strong imagination, really seem to converse* with 
them. This pious and pensive duty being performed 
with their dead friends, they retire to some pleasant spot 
hear the place, where provisions had been previously 
brought, and cheerfully enjoy the society of the living/ 
•These family visits to the mansions of the departed are a 
.favourite enjoyment of this people. X have frequently 
joined -their groups without being considered an intruder; 
and,*l confess, X have always returned pleased, and even 
edified, by the pious thoughr-tnistakon practice. 
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The island of Marmora lies almost within sight of 
this p!a<^, and abounds in marble; this stone is very 
cheap and abundant, and no other is used in erecting 
tombs. Some of these family mausolea are rijh and well 
sculptured; others of them are very remarkably distin¬ 
guished. The first thing that strikes a stranger, is a 
multitude of little cavities cut at the angles of the stone; 
these are monuments of Armenian Ccharity.e'The trees 
abound vflth lSirds, whb frequently perish for waift of 
water in that arid soil. These cups are intended to 
be so many reservoirs to retain water for their use, as 
they are filled by every tlibwe* of rain. The «Arme- 
nians are fond of commemorating the profession of fire 
•dead; they therefore engrave on his tomb the» imple¬ 
ments of his trade, so that every one may know how he 
hjd gained his living; but the most extraordinary cir¬ 
cumstance is, that theymre also fond of displaying how 
he cadre bjs his death : -you. therefore see on their tombs 
the effigies of men*sometimes hanging, sometimes stran¬ 
gled, and sometimes beheaded, with their heads in their 
hands. *To account for this extraordinary fondness for 
displaying the infamous death of their friends, they say 
that no Armenian is ever executed for a real crime ; bdl 
^Mlbu a man has acquired a sufficient fortune to become 
an object of cupidity to the Turks, he is then, on some 1 
pretext, put to-death, that his property may be confiscated > 
an executed man, therefore, % implies only a man of wealth 
and consequence. This d^spla^ is a.bitlev but jusf^atire 
on Turkish justice, though the Turks are so stupid aisnot 
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to comprehend it. 1 brought with me a worthy Armenian 
priest one day, who, with fear and trembling,translated 
for me the inscriptions on some of these tombs. I annex 
one as a sample : 

You see my place of burial here io this vedtant Held. 

1 give my Goods to the Robbers, 

My Soul to the Regions of Death, , 

Tht^ World I leave to God, 

And my Blood l shed in.the Holy Spirit. 

You who meet my Tomb, 

Soy for me, 

“ Lord, I have slimed.” 
ik«b 

Notwithstanding this treatment, the Armenians am in 
higher'favour with , the Turks than any other tributary 
people. They designate the Greeks, whom they detest/ 
“ ,Yesheer,” or “Slaves,” and consider diem so; the 
Jews “ Musaphir,” or “ Strangers,” because they came 
from Spain; but the Armenians ‘t Kayas,” or,“ Subjects,” 
because their country is now a province of Turkey, and 
they consider them Asiatics, and a part of themselves.* 
This favour is greatly enhanced by the wealth wdiich the 
industiy and enterprise of the Armenians bring to jhc 
impoverished anfl lazy Turks. They are, therefore, ap¬ 
pointed to ail those situations which the Turks themsdms?- 
•are incapable of filling. They are the Masters of the 


* l^iese are, strictly wptaking, tlu* designations by which the 
Turks distinpriiish these people; though in n loose way ell are 
called Huyas who «pny tlie Haratch, or Capitation Tax. 
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Mint, and conduct the whole process of coining money; 
they are tfie “ Sarafls,” or bankers, who supply govern¬ 
ment and individuals with cash in all thcirembarrassments; 
they are the, conductors of the very, few manufactures 
which exist hi the empire; and they are the merchants 
who carry on the whole internal trade of Asia. They 
enjoy, however, a perilous protection: the veiy favour 
they are shown is. a snare for their dAtruction'f’TOT every 
man that dfcquircs wealth by its means, knows that he holds 
liis life only as long as the circumstance is unknown. 

It is singular that the Armenians have never shown 
the slightest •sympathy or Common feeling witln their 
Christian brethren the Greeks. No Armenian has ever 
•yet been found to join their cause, nor to assist ifin any 
(Way, either by money or influence. Resembling Quakers, 
bewever, in many^of their habits, they are, like them* a 
quiet, passive, sober people; and greatly averse to war. 
Resides thia* there unfortunately exist some religious dif¬ 
ferences between tfiem and the Greeks, which embitter 
their mutual feelings. The Greeks despise them for their 
timidity; and, arrogating to themselves exclusively the 
awne of “ Christians,” they exclude the Armenians from 
Christian .community. 

^Tlie Armenians, though fond of religious books, fjavo 
little taste for, or acquaintance with, general literature.' 
They purchase with great avidity all the Bibles furnished, 
-by the British and Boreign l\ible Society. Their pStriarch 
sanctioned and encouraged^ nqw’edition of thoNew*Te»- 
tainent, which Mr. Lceves, the agent of the Bible Society, 
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has had printed at an Armenian press at Constantinople; 
and I was. encouraged to have a translation madpnta their 
language, of some of the Homilies of our Church, on ac¬ 
count of <£e Homily Society in London, which I left in 
progress. They had early a printing establishment at¬ 
tached to the Patriarchate, and another more recently 
established by a private'eompany at Korou Chesme, in tiro 
neighbourhood of Constantinople. They have also a third? 
which was set up at the convent of St. Lasare,»m /lr Oliice; 
from whence lias issued a number of books in their 
language. They are, however, almost exclusively confined 
to beef-s on religious subject. I obtained a list of all the' 
books printed at ( the patriarchal press, from the year 1697, 
the ye# of its establishment, to the end of the year 1823.' 
It conveys a belter idea of the literary taste and progress 
of«the Armenians, than any other document could do. Ja 
a space of a hundred and twenty-five years, only fifty-two 
books were printed, bnt of aach of these several editions. 
Forty-seven of them were commentaries on the Bible, 
sermons, books of prayer, lives of saints, hymns, and 
psalters, and a panegyric upon the angels. The* five not 
on sacred subjects, were, “ Am Armenian Grammar,’fa 
" History of Etchmeasin,” a “Treatise on Good Beha- 
vioijf,” a “Tract on Precious Stones,” and a “ RomaBRT 
’of the City of Brass.” 

The Armenians annually pufflish an almanack, but, 
like tMe Greeks, Russians,, and. other branches of the 
Eastern church, adhere ,to Jhe old style, rejecting the 
refbrmation of the calendar which the Western-Christians 
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adopted. Their almanack, however, is distinguished by 
some peculiarities, designating with great accuracy the 
temperature of the air at different seasons. They call the 
8th of February, Gemr'ii erel behava; that is, the day in 
which the heafcof the sun descends into the air. They 
denominate the 25th of Februaiy, Gemrei sani heal, the 
day on which it descends into the waters: and th o4th o f 
March, they distinguish as Gemrei satis JUto<r. uo m ,o r the 
djiy in which it descends into the earth, and renders it? fit 
for all agricultural purposes. Besides this, they mark 
occasional variations of temperature by events which they 
say they have occasioned. The 9$i of March, and #sven 
days and eight nights after, they call Uerdouil adjus, or 
the cold of the old women, because, as they say, vshen it 
%st was noted, a number of old women perished in the 
fije, in order tfr escape the intensity of the cold. The 
weather, before and after# this period, is vety mild; but 
during my re|jdence at Constantinople, I remarked that 
every year, at this pftcise period, a N«E. wind set in from 
the Black Sea, generally accompanied by a drift of snow, . 
and the Thermometer fell sometimes to the freezing point. 
Thg Armenian almanack, therefore, is founded on the*eon- 
stant observation of the people, and justified by the sur- 
pwang regularity with which the anomaly annually occurs, 
The Armenian language has this singular peculiarity, 
that, different from all others in the East, it is read like 
those of Europe, from iff* to right. This is accounted 
for by supposing it to b6 a language of, modem structure, 
and the mode of writing it introduced among the nations 
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after their intercourse with Europeans. There is no such 
writing found on the coins or other ancient moiyiraents of 
the country. At the present day, even its use is very 
limited,being exclusively confined to the people themselves, 
and never learned by those with whom thoy have any inter¬ 
course. Almost all Armenians, therefore, are compelled 
toVrarrt Turkish or Italian, as mediums of communication, 
which they often prefer, and understand better than their 
own. I have met with many Armenians who Could read 
and write both these languages, who could not translate for 
me their own books. 

Tb Armenians, though once well known in the West, 
where their spirit of commercial enterprise carried them 
thr iigi, every part of Europe, are now seldom heard of 
out of Asia, and their existence is hardly recognized a3 
Christian people. They are still, however, numerous agd 
respectable; and as their number is daily increasing, they 
may yet form the nucleus of Christianity #1 the East, 
when the unfortunate Grades shall have been extermi¬ 
nated. There are, at the present day. 


In the mountains of their native country : 
In Constantinople and the vicinity . 

In different parts of Persia .... 

1 In India. 

In Hungary, and other parts of Europe 
In Africa, and Ame ica . . . . 


about 1,000,000 
200,000 
lOO.QQO 
40,000 
10,000 
1,000 


1,351,000 







THE PfESTORATION OF ISRAEL. 

Titr. ntv. r.vnnnx rnoi.Y. 


v And I heard a voice out of heaven saying, Behold, the taber¬ 
nacle of God is with men, ijpd His shall dwell with them, 
and they shall he hla people, and*God himself shall ffe with 
them, and be their God.”—— Rkv. xxi. 3. 


King of the dead! hojv long shall sweep , 

Thy wratjj! how long*thy outcasts weep ! 

Two thousand agonizing years 
Has Israel steeped her bread in tears ; 

The ffel on her head been poured— 

Flight, famine, shame, the scourge, the sword L 

’Tis done ! Has breathed thy trumpet blast. 
The Tribes at length have wept their last 1 
On rolls tlie host! From land and wave 
The earth sends yp th' unransomed slave ! 

There rides no glittering^chivalry, 

No banner purples in the sky ; 
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The world within their hearts has died ; 

Two thousand years have slain their pride !- 
The look of pale remorse is there, 

The lijj. involuntary prayer ; 

The form still marked with many a staid*— 
Brand of the soil, the scourge, the chain ; 

The serf of Afric’s fiery ground ; 

The slave, by Ifidian suns embrowned ; 

The weary drudges of the oar, 

By the swart Arab’s poisoned shore, 

The gatherings of earth’s wildest tract— 

Oa bursts the living*cat£ract! 

What strength of man can check its speed 1 
They come—the Nation of the Freed ; 

Who leads their march - ? Beneath IIis wheel 
Back rolls the sea, the mountains reel! 

Before tlieir tread His trump is blown, 

Who speaks in thunder; and”tis done ! 

King of the dead ! Oh, not in vain 
Was thy long pilgrimage of pain; 

Oh, not in vain arose thy prayer, 

Whfen presped the thorn thy temples bare ; 

Oh, not in vain the voice that cried. 

To spare thy maddened homicide ! 

Even for this hour thy heart’s blood streamed 1 
They come !—the Host of the Redeemed ! 

What flames upen the distant sky 1 
' i'is not the comet’s sanguine dye. 
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'Tis not the lightning’s quivering spire, 

Tis not the sun’s ascending fire. 

And Sow, as nearer speeds their march, 

Expaiyls rainbow’s mighty arch ; 

Though t^ere has burst no thundercloud. 

No flash of death the soil jh as ploughed, 

And still ascends before their gaze, 

Arch uponYrch, the lovely bl?Lze # 

Still, the# gorgeous clouds unfold. 

Rise towers and domes, immortal mould. 

Scenes 1 that the patriarch's visioned eye 
Beheld, and then rejoiced to die ;— 

That, like the altar’s burning coal, 

Touched the pale prophet’s harp with soul ;— 
That the throned seraphs long to see, 

Now given, thftu slave of slaves, to thee 1 
Whose city this 1 What potentate 
Sits there the &ing of Time and Fate? 

Whom glory covers like a robe, 

Wkwse sceptre shakes the solid globe, 

Whom shapes of fire and splendour guard? 
There sits the Man, “ whose face waMnarred,” 
To whom archangels bow the knee— 

The weeper in Gethsemane ! 

Down in the dust, aye, Tsftiel, kneel; 

For now thy withered heart can feci 1 
Aye, let thy wan cheek*burn like flame. 

There sits thy glory aiftl thy shame ! 

a 2 
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There was an eye whose partial glance 
tCould ne’er my npme»'ous failings see ; 

There was an ear that still untired 
Could listen to kind praise of me. 

There was a heart Time only made 
For me with fonder feelings burn ; 

And which whene’er, ^las, I roved. 

Still longed and pined for my return. 

There was a lip which always breathed 

F’en short farewells with tones of sadness ; 

There was a voice whose eager sound 

My welcome spoke with heartfelt gladness. 

There was a mind, whose vigorous powers 
On mine its fostering influence threw; 

And called my fumble talents forth, 

*r Till thence its dearest joys it drew. 
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There was a love that oft for mo 

^ 7 ith anxious fears would overflow ; 

And wept and prayed for me, and sought 
From future ills to guard—but now 

That eye is closed, and deaf that ear. 

That lk> and voice are mute for ever 
And cold that heart of faithful fc>ve, 

W'hich death alone from mine could sever! 

And lost to me that ardent mind, 

VV hid* loved my varied ta$ks to see ; 

And, Oh ! of all the praise 1 gained^ 

This was the dearest far to me ! 

Now I, unloved, uncheered, alone. 

Life’s dreary wilderness must tread, 
d ill JIe # who loves the brqjtcn heart 
In mercy bidfc me join the dead. 

!5uC “ Father of the fatherless,” 

O 1 Thou that hear’st the orphan’s cry. 

And “dwellest with the contrite heart,” 

As well as in “ Thy place on high”— 

() Lord \ though like a faded leaf. 

That’s severed from its parent tree, 

1 struggle down life’s st^rm^ tide,® • 

That awful tide which leads to Thee ;— 
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Still, Lord 1 to time the voice of praise 
Shall spring triumphant from my breast 
Since, though I tread a weary way, 

1 trust that he I mourn is blest ! 


SONNET. 

(To a Young Lady, with the Flora Dombstica.'i 

A c.i v >ss which thou may’st look in, and discover 
Features as fair as features well may be, 

A glass thou canst not bend too fondly over. 

Young lady-flower, the bard doth send to thee ! 
And with it this warm prayer : May thy dear bosom 
Never know paip more poignant than the rose 
That feels the wild-bec rustling in its blossom. 

And only this soft pain a moment, knows : 

May’st thou still grow fair as the lily grows, 

Safe as the Hud within the sweet-briar tree, 

lie thy smile bright as heaiit’s-ease round her throw? 
Thy blushes pure as majden blushes be ! 

But, Oli ! when thou hast found, like these, a lover, 
M.^y’st thou not find, like these, thy zephyr but 
rovei ! 

' GEORGE DAK LEY. 
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A Story of the Reign <Jf Henry the Eighth. 

I1Y TIIE AlflHOR OF “ MAY YOU LIKE IT, ' CtC. 

“Thank God1 I have rested well/’ was the answer 
of the old man as he gently laid his hands upon the head 
of his fair arfd youthful grafid-daughter. Franc®* was 
kneeling at his feet, and meekly receiving the blessing, 
“which, according to the good, grave fashion of th? time, 
was his morning salutation to her. “And thank you 
a4so, my kind and anxious nurse! llow could I do other¬ 
wise than recover, with # this sweet face always smiling 
tenderly uptfh me, and se*rved %ver by these delicate and 
careful hands!” And speaking thus, lie looked fondly in 
her face, and kissed her, and raised both her small fair 
hands to his lips. “ And now tell me on what day your 
bfether Hubert returned home. I cannQ^ see >fhy the 
doctors should have kept such pleasant news from me, with 
le fear that it would be at first too much for my slowl^.re- 
turning strength. I feel that such welcome news would * 
have restored me even sooner to health. Go, my child, 
seek your brother, <fnd bring*him back with you. VCe will 
all breakfast together this morning, f would fain know 
more of this dear truant boy; for at present, nearly related 
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as he is, you and I have seen Im! little of him. Pom 
fellow! Ite hath eomc hack to troublous times^" 

Frances Woodgate and her brother Hubert were or¬ 
phans ; th|ir home was then with their grandfather. Sir 
Arthur Woodgate. 

Hubert had returned to England about a week before 
-that morning, at a time when but faint hopes were enter¬ 
tained of the recortjry of the aged krujfit. Little was 
indeed known of his character or disposition; *for he had 
been absent from home since the death of his father, a 
period of five years. 

H® was- an Uncertain s»rt of person, and he returned 
to England almost as suddenly as he had left it. Frances 
knewArothing of his intentions, till a tall, handsome man 
appeared before her, in whom she soon recognized her 
beloved and long-absent brother. 

Pleasant and entertaining as •Hubert's society was. Sir 
Arthur and Frances soon found that his pdigious opi¬ 
nions were never betrayed by him. * He spoke of poetry 
and painting—the poetry and painting of Italy—with 
enthusiasm. He seemed, indeed, well acquainted with 
the politics, the literature, and the fine arts of the djy; 
*hut when religion was the subject of discourse, although 
he jpolitely acquiesced in the opinions of those he loved, 
his manner became cold and abstracted in no commoh 
degree. 

Th® old man's health amended visibly, so that he de¬ 
termined to attend his parish ^hurch, to return thanks to 
his^ieavenly Father for his recovery. Frances 'Woodgato 
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and her brother were desired, to accompany their grand¬ 
father. Fences was delighted to attend on him; and 

Hubert went, but half unwillingly. A sermon was 
• .% 
preached by a distinguished divine, of the new learning, 

one well suiteS- to the uncertain and troubled aspect of 
the times. Frances and most of the congregation were 
affected even to* tears, as the preichgr spoke, with an 
eloquence-that vfent to the heart, of the peculiar add 
tender care of their heavenly Father towards his children, 
and how he would never leave them nor forsake them. 
Onee she turned her tearful ejes upon her grandfather, 
and upon her brother, for whose safety she felt so deep 
and trembling an anxiety. A smile, it mij^ht be a steer, 
wis on her brother’s lip; and her tears flowed faster than 
before, but the spring from whence they flowed was becomq 
bitter. 

It was in the spring of the year of our Lord 1539, that 
Master Huberf Woodgate returned from his five years of 
foreign travel. The climate of England was not more 
variable than were the religious opinions which the crafty 
Herod of those times sent forth from his adulterous and 
gnsartetified heart, calling upon his haplelf people to 
believe them, or to die. That year was distinguished Ijy 
t^||y(passing of the Bill of Six Articles, well named, the 
bloody Bill, in Parliament. 

Frances had been long accustomed to read the Bible 
daily to her grandfather. Sonte days had elapsed since 
the passing of the Bloody Bid. They heard daily, nays 
hourly, of the arrest of some of those with whom they 
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M ere acquainted; but she still read tlic Bible at the usual 
hour to the old man. Hubert began to be try/ at times 
aq impatience of temper which surprised his sister. 
Frances became unusually calm; but her cheek grew 
pale, and a sadness stole over her whole' manner. Sir 
Arthur seemed daily to acquire a more vigorous spirit; 
uud his discourse turned less upon worldly affairs, and 
mare frequently to the promises and encouragements of 
the holy Scriptures—to the joys and glories df that state, 
where the “ servants of the Lord shall serve him, and see 
his face,” in glory and eternal joy.—It happened, one 
morning, that the weather being veiy rain/, Hubert, who 
' usually.sp@nt his mornings with some of his noble friends 
about court, turned bis steps to the apartment which his 
grandfather constantly occupied. It was a pleasant par¬ 
lour on the ground-floor, furnished, as favourite and 
private apartments often are, with more attention 
comfort than to show. Sir Arthur was dways pleas, 
to look round upon the books and manuscripts which had 
lain undisturbed for years about the roam—the cast' 
and short-sword, and a few pieces of dintecl arm 
which he bud worn in the days of Iris youth and >. 
hood. “ My child,” said Sir Arthur to Frances, “ i 
ready to hear you read to me: you may open the Bibje.” 

“ Had you not better defer your reading-a little* 
while 1”.cried Hubert, who was leaning on the window- 
frame, and who turned bis head' towards them as he 
spoke, from intently gazing on something that was passing 
in the street. 
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“ Why not now, my Hubert ?” asked Frances, quietly. 

‘ ‘ Why| not now!” he replied, somewhat sharply,— 
“ only because there are unwelcome visiters at bur neigh¬ 
bour, Dr. Gerard’s, house, and they may pledge to make 
heir next caH at 01 $ gates. Heard you not their loud 
knocking at our neighbour's gates ?” 

“ I did,” sad Frances,” (and her voicqfaltored,) “just 
before you began io speak.” 

“ Hubert,” said the old man, “ you may leave the 
window open, and come hither, and sit beside me while 
your sister reads.” 

“You could not have hdbrdsvhat I said to Fi%uees, 
sir,” replied Hubert in a hasty tone; “ you will perhaps 
•meet a most unpleasant interruption to your reading!" 

The old man looked up, and turned his eyes fully 
ajid steadfastly upon Hubert. “ My son,” he said very 
gravely, “X did hear you; but I pray you to leave 
he windows and sit down beside me.” Hubert obeyed 
,0 a cold silence. Frances laid her hand upon the Bible, 

• and looking up sweetly and'tenderly from her brother to 
grandfather, asked of the latter, where she should read. 

“ Open the volume,” he said„“ at the^sixth chapter of 

jjlook of holy Daniel. But stop,” be added, when shd 
was beginning to read; and rising up, he took the Bible 
from before her, and placed it on the table before himself. 
Frances supposed that he wished her, as he sometimes 
did, to write dow« the remarks which occurred*to him 
when searching the saeret^ text, and, she. drew a scroll o) 
parchment towards her, and took up her pen.—■“ fr et 

, u 
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need not write to-day, my swoet child,” said die old 
gentleman. Frances said nothing; but she dad not put 
down the pen, and the look that she turned to her grand¬ 
father seemed to say, “ I am quite ready to write what¬ 
ever you may speak.” 

" Did you not hear your grandfather’s command, 
ehild 1” exclaimed Hubert, rising up, an* snatching the 
pen somewhat violently from her fingerp. Frances co¬ 
loured ; but a perfect sweetness of temper strdfe with the 
hot and painful blushes which deeply dyed her face. 

“My poor children 1” said Sir Arthur; but he checked 
himself, and they only heard his voice growing firmer and 
more eloquent, with words which the inspiring Spirit of 
God Hath recorded for the comfort and encouragement 
of his own faithful children. Frances hung upon those 
words, and she felt new hope and strength flow into her 
heart as she listened. “ How true of Aim /” she thought, 
as she looked upon the good old man when he read— 
“Then said these men, We shall not find any occasion 
against this Daniel, except we find it against him con* 
cenring the law of his God.”—How like him l —“ Now, 
when Daniel knew that.the writing was signed, he went 
into his house, and his windows being open in his 
chamber toward Jerusalem, he kneeled upon his knees 
■three times a-day, and prayed, and gave thanks before' 
bis God, as lie did aforetime.” And when he came to 
the words—“ My God hath sent his aagel, and hath shut 
the lions’ mouths, arid they ha^e not hurt me: forasmuch 
as tfbfore him innocency was found in me; and also before 
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thee, O king, have I done no hurt,”—when he came-te 
those wokls, her soul gathered from them a sweat and 
happy assurance. “ 1 will not doubt,” she said to herself, 

" though danger and distress may not be fat from our 
path. I am*sure a safe and holy track will be shown, 
which our feet may take! I am sure an angel’s hand 
will lead us fcrth in peace!” Her attention was here 
suddenly called-to a loud and lengthJned knocking at the 
gate. Hubert rushed to the casement. 

'“ Is it here, Hubert?” inquired Frances anxiously. 

“ It is here. They are close at hand, waiting at the 
gate for admission. I expected this—I knew it would be 
so,” he exclaimed almost fiercely. 

“ I expected nothing else,” said the old mad? in a 
quiet and decided tom?; ‘‘you should be calmer, my 
dear Hubert; a rqsolved spirit needs not the aid of vio¬ 
lence.” Again the knocking was repeated, but even more 
loudly. Hilbert sprung up, and strode furiously towards 
the door. “ You‘will remain beret Hubert,” cried the 
old man, with the same calmness but in a much louder 
voice:*” you would not disobey me!”—but observing, 
a| he spoke, the wilful determination of Hubert to disobey 
him, he added, more softly, “ you woulct not leave yoof 
.grandfather and your sister—your very young and heiress 
sisterHubert turned angrily from the door, and flung 
himself down upon a seat. Half unconsciously, Frances 
bad taken' from the tabic a favourite book of her own, 
one ,in which her mothe^ had written some of the most 
beautiful and affecting'of the Psalms of David, and many 
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fin* prayers and meditations, some of which, being written 
on the sacrament of the lord’s Supper, deUOared very 
plainly, sentiments expressly forbidden by the Bloody 
Act. Frances had never given it a thought, that the book 
so dear and useful to her, was then, in some respects, one 
of the most dangerous she could have opened, and quite 
unconsciously she had brought it into tl.e room in her 
hand. Her brothel- snatched it rudely from her, and, ere 
she opened it, he dashed it to the ground. A t that instant 
the door was thrown open, and a tall, stem-featured man 
stood before them. Another followed him, who appeared, 
by hir more humble manner and meaner' dress, to be 
merely a servant or attendant on his companion. 

“ Your presence might have been announced, sir, and 
your cap doffed,” said Hubert, turning haughtily round, 
but not rising from his seat. 

“ 1 believe that 1 need no apology for my intrusion, 
young gentleman,” said the man, very drily, “ but this 
paper,” and he pointed at the warrant'which he held. 

** Well, sir!” cried Hubert. 

“ Well, sir!” repeated the man, and a slight expres¬ 
sion of insolence mingled with the diy and determined 
tone of his voice. “ Had I expected this reception, I 
might have introduced more than this faithful follower to 
your presence, and not left my other attendants without.” 

“ But the cause of this interference! I would know 
the caute, sir: you will tell me this, if you please.” 

" X shall answer nothing more to your questions, (deli¬ 
vered as they are,) but, that you are summoned on the 
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charge of offending against the Bill of Six Articles, lately 
passed in far 1: ament.” 

“ But what is proved V* 

“Your own consciences can best reply to tl^t, and die 
studies whichul have, doubtless, interrupted,” he added, 
glancing his eye coolly from the open Bible to tire book 
which Hubert bad flung down, and which lay at his feet* 

‘ ‘ But, sir,” he continued, addrdsspig himself to Sir Arthur, 
“my business is chiefly with you: are you ready]” 

“ I am quite ready,” said the calm old man; and, 
placing his hand on his walking-cane, he was rising up*** 
“ Oh, my c*wn, my dearestgraiyl father ,’* cried Trances, 
wildly, and she flung hefself down at his feet, and threw 
Jier arms fondly round his aged form, “ you must tuft go. 
Have you the heart 1” she exclaimed fervently, turning to 
the commissioner,—“ Have you the heart to hurry lym 
away thus 1 He is so feeble—so very feeble 1 He has 
scarcely left # his sick-bed.’.’ • Spll the man came forward} 
silently and sternly pointing to tlie wgyrant in his hand. 

“ Stop ! Begone, instantly ! Touch him at your peril, 
fellow !* said Hubert, stepping at once before Sir Arthur, 
and his rage seemed deep and dreadful! Then, with a 
look of unutterable scorn, he laid his fend upon hi& 
sword-r“ Now, sir!” he shouted, drawing forth the bl^de. 

“Peace, peace, my son!” cried the old man, putting 
down his grandson’s raised hani with his own weak and 
extended ann. “Sljame on this unholy violence. Remem¬ 
ber who hath-.said, ‘ Put up*thy sword into its place, for 
they that take the sword, shall perish by the sword.* I 
n 2 
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do command you not to interfere, my son, between ibis 
gentleman and myself. As X told you, I h^re looked 
forward to this hour, and you need not fear for me. You, 
my good fir,” and he turned to the commissioner, “ wilt 
excuse the rashness of one, who is still green in years, 
and more warm in affection for me, than practised in 
prudence, or,” he smiled, “ I may arid, civility to others.” 

The officer was •struck' by the courteous, and oven 
wiining manner of the aged knight; and whe* he added, 
“ May I beg you to sit down beside me, and to read to 
me the warrant you have brought?” the man replied 
kindly, and, sitting dojra,«opened the warrant. “ Rise 
up, my sweet child!” said the old man, pressing his lips 
to the forehead of his lovely grand-daughter, and gently 
withdrawing the arm which had partly encircled tire 
ktjeelingmaiden,—“ rise up, while this gentleman is about 
to comply with my request.” ^Trances rose up instantly, 
and IXnbert walked away fo tha farther end pf the room. 
When the warrant was read, Sir Arthur thanked the 
officer, and then turning to Xlubort and Frances, said, 
" My children, you will, I trust, make no opposition to 
my departure. Hubert, my good Hubert, believe me, you 
will only injuie me by any untimed violence.—Now, sir, 
I still go with you. I observe, that in the warrant, the 
Dames of my grandchildren are not mentioned; they a tif 
therefore, free to remain here.—Come hither, my kind 
■Margery,” he said to his housekeeper, a tried and-feithfol 
woman, (who had ( followed the officer to the apartment,' 
and who stood and wept without ceasing in the door- 
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way,) “you will be very careful of your young mistress, 
and neve%kave her till I-” 

“ Yes, yes,, my dearest grandfather,” said Frances, 
before he could finish his sentence, " Margery will take 
care of everjs thing; but, for the present, not of me. 1 
cannot leave my kind protector; indeed, indeed, I 
cannot,” and e>he gently drew his arm within her own, 
and turning to her brother, said, * Cpme, Hubert, we are 
ready! A*e we notl” 

“ I am sorry to part from you,” replied Hubert, and, 
Frances stared with astonishment at him when he con¬ 
tinued, (withja manner who% changed from his l^e. im¬ 
petuosity,) “ I am sorry to part from you, but I shall n*t 
.go to prison,” Having said this, he bowed gravely and 
haughtily to the officer, and quitted the room. 

( Sir Arthur had, at the time of his recovery, a man¬ 
servant, whom he*had discovered to he a thief. He had 
been repeatedly on the point qf discharging thmman, and 
had always .relented; being unwilling, in the Christian 
kindness of his disposition, to send the fellow without,a 
character upon-the world. But the offence had been so 
often committed, that Sir Arthur had felt it his ^duty to 
rebuke the man, not only seriously, but Sharply, and to, 
threaten, that if the crime were once more repeated, he 
•would deliver the man over to the justice of the public 
laws. Instead of feeling gratitude towards his kind and 
forbearing master, pie wretch nurtured in his heurt.a deep 
and bitter enmity, at having'been so often exposed; and 
forgot the many pardons Ve bad. received, in the .one 
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threat which had been pronounced upon him. This follow 
was by profession a .Romanist—by profession# only; for 
not one grace of the faith which he avowed, existed in his 
heart or conduct. The opinions and character of Sir 
Arthur Woodgatc were well known, and ■iiis influence 
much dreaded by the had and designing among the 
Romanists; for his principles and his practice were so 
consistent, that many respected and admired his opinions 
merely because they saw that.those opinions were borne 
.by him; just as we value a tree when we see the fine fruit 
which it bears. The spies of Bonner had formed an 
acquaintance with this servant, and had e\pn introduced 
him to the presence of that bold, but crafty prelate. 
With* power peculiar to the bad, Bonner succeeded in 
giving the appearance of a religious duty to a scheme of 
infamy, which he rather hinted at, than declared, during 
this interview; and with a faculty as peculiar to those 
who love to let a troublesome conscience be. duped into 
wickedness, Ephrairp Perkins (for so the .servant was 
named) meekly and quietly yielded to the conviction, that 
by betraying his master in this world, he should »«.ve his 
soul from everlasting burnings in the next, and entitle 
.himself to the high favour of his God. The wretch pro. 
fited ( by his master’s illness, when Frances and the old 
knight were absent from their favourite parlour, and, Xof 
once, refusing die money and jewels which might have 
been fgund and stolen, he looked for, and discovered, what 
he had been told, to search for—papers. Bonner |aw 
with much secret satisfaction that he bad got into his 
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possession a manuscript in which Sir Arthur hail fully 
given his Opinions on the disputed points of religion. The 
designing priest tore out a few leaves from the middle of 
the book, and it was carefully returned to the jplace from 
whenoe it hail been taken. A few days after Sir Arthur’s 
recovery, Perkins had come up to him apparently in great 
distress, and lagged for leave of absence, that he might 
attend the death-bed of a very dear brother, of whom he 
had not heard for many yeass, and of whom, in fact,*no 
oneliad ever heard rill then. The fellow departed, pitied 
and unsuspected, with a handsome present of money to 
pay the expenses of his journey, apd with a few artislos of 
silver plate, which were not in common use, nor likely to 
be inquired after for some length of time. 

It is welHuiown that the designing Romanists over- 
rqgched themselves in the success attending the pass jpg 
of the Bill of the Six Artigles. The severity and extreme 
injustice of (jie Bill was so glaring, that, although no less 
than five hundred offenders were discovered and sent to 
prison in fourteen days, the king foresaw the fatal effects 
which nlhst have attended such unwarrantable proceedings; 
an j the prisoner^ were not burnt, but, with very tbw.excep- 
rions, were set at liberty. Sir Arthur \Voo8gate was oue 
of the hapless few for whom no order of liberation cajpe. 
inquiries were vainly made as to the cause of his deten¬ 
tion; no answer was given: indeed, a mystery that was 
never wholly cleared, hung over his affairs. It wa% sus¬ 
pected, however, or more than suspected, that Bonner was 
the chief party in the persecution kept up against him. 
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Frances Woodgate had almost grown tired of hoping, 
as month after month' passed away, and left ffJr beloved 
and venerable grandfather still a close prisoner. The 
tpirit of tl?e old man was evidently supported by a strength 
for more than human, his cheerfulness neV6r failed, an'd 
piety and content dwelt in that desolate prison with him 
and his fair grand-daughter. But the confinement and 
hard fare of a prisoh suited ill with the-declining strength 
of his infirm frame; and Frances would sit affd gaze upon 
him as he slept, till her faith was well nigh failing: then 
the soul seemed to have retired from his wasted features, 
leaving only the haggard 11 ghastliness of -death behind. 
From her brother she had never heard since the day that 
he l<?ft her to go with her poor qld grandfather to prison, 
but she was sometimes officiously told by the few persons 
with whom she held any discourse, that Hubert was still 
about the court, and sharing in-all the gaieties there; and 
his strange, and, to all appearance, unpardonable conduct, 
made the weight of her anguish at times almost too heavy 
to be borne. One night, she was kneeling at the farther 
end of the little vaulted chamber in which her father slept, 
and praying with her whole heart for‘a poor lad, noe 
Bichard Melvins, who, owing to the infernal and cruel 
bigotry of Bonner, was to be burnt the next morning. 
Suddenly, she heard her name called in a loud whisper, 
and on turning her head, she saw that a hand beckoned 
her to the very small cell in which her own pallet was 
placed. She rose.up and stepped lightly to the cell, lest 
she should awaken her father. A man put a letter into 
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her hand, and bade her promise to keep tlieinformation it 
containedjMocked within her own bosom. Then he put 
down the lamp he had brought, and left her. 

The letter was from her brother: it accoutred for his 
long silence, tflad even declared that the kindest -purposes 
had been hidden under his apparently cruel and unnatural 
conduct. It detained a proposal which she was confi¬ 
dently expected to accede to, inforlhing hor that the 
trial of Sir Arthur, for offending against the Six Articles, 
would take place within a few days "from that time. 

The hour of the trial was at hand; and Sir Arthur, his 
fair and sorrowing grand-daughtc» still at his side, w%s led 
from his small, close cell, to the presence^of his accusers 
and his judge. He looked about him, like one wSiting 
from a painful dream ; and some who had known him in 
more prosperous days, burst into tears when they beheld 
how changed he was byssickness and By long imprison¬ 
ment, how fearfully thin and sunken his face had become, 
and how loosely ht's old and threadbare garments hung 
upon his wasted limbs. And many hearts were touched 
with pity and tender admiration, as their eyes fell upon- 
thtfcmeek and slender girl who sate close beside her^rand- 
fathsr, fondly clasping one of his thin hands in hers, and 
watching, with all a woman’s delicate perception «pd 
trembling sensitiveness, the slightest changes of his coun¬ 
tenance. Some had thought that Sir Arthur was partly 
insensible to what was going forward : he had befen for 
awhile overcome and faint, frith, the unusual exertion of 
coming even the short distance from his cell. Wkten 
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Bonner rose up to speak, the old man showed at .oaee 
that he was in the perfect possession of all Sis raental 
faculties. Steadfastly and keenly he fixed his eyes upon 
the face pf his accuser, and it was obvious that apt a 
word escaped his attention. 

Hardly had the trial commenced, when Frances rose 
up, trembling and blushing, and asked. Sfime questionof 
the court, which fras, however, almost inaudible, she 
spoke so faintly. She was instantly attended to, and 
kindly encouraged to repeat her question. She had asked 
permission to take minutes of the prosecution r Bonner 
objoc*ed; but the request »was granted, and one of the 
officers of the^ court led her to (lie table immediately 
beloW the bar, where a seat was set for her, and pens 
and paper placed before her. 

•Many false and improbable charges were brought 
against the old kuight; and others, in which there was, 
he felt, some mixture of pruthj but truth srpclistotted, so 
involved in misrepresentations and perplexities, that the 
noble prisoner often shook his head, as hopeless to escape 
from a web of error and cruelty woven together tftth such 
deep and devilish cunning. Still Frances continue^ to 
write, like a'creature of mere mechanism, had net her 
tejss sometimes fallen heavily upon the paper, and her 
small and quickly-moving hand betrayed by its trembling 
what a force of anguish wrung the heart within her. 
For-awhile, so .mild and. sjpecious were the manneraaf 
Bonner—so profoundly respectful, as he turned towards 
th< aged prisoner—that those who knew him not, might 
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h#*e believed him, when he expressed his reluctaneeto 
proceed iJ his accusatidn against the prisoner. But there 
was a sudden and dancing sparkle in his eyes, just evi¬ 
dent for a moment, and a slight tone of exultation-in his 
voice, which betrayed too well to the keen observer, how 
eager and self-satisfied he was when he drew forth the 
proofs with much he was to support his most serious 
charges. They were the pages wlSch had been torn 
Wilt by bin? from the manuscript purloined by Ephraim 
Perkins. 

“ Does the prisoner claim these papers 1 Let them be 
handed to hid,” said the judge. 

“ He dbes, my lord,” was the reply. 

“ Is the hand-writing his 1” 

“ It is not, my lord,” cried Frances, who had been a 
'narrow observer of all that passed, and as she started up, 
a smile of eager delight*beamed over her whole face 
" It is nbt diis writing—It is mine. There is got a word 
of Ms writing m those pages. See; tom pare the hand¬ 
writing, letter by letter, if you please, with this;” and 
she held up the papers on which she had just been 
wwtmg. 

""Perhaps, my lord,” said Bonner, smoothly, “ the 
child wrote/ as she does now, from the thoughts «apd 
words of another.” 

“ She did, she did! ” cried the old knight, with a loud 
twice; “the thoughts and,words were all mini*—the 
■Arching only here,—dear, inpocgpt child!” 

Sadly and hopelessly the poor girl dropped back upon 
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her seat, clasping her hands in speechless woe, while the 
tears streamed over her pale cheeks. 

When the old gentleman was called upon for his de¬ 
fence, he slid little, but that the offensive opinions (which, 
instead of denying to be his, he was well contented to 
avow) were not, though written, intended for publication: 
that he had never shown them to any eyes but those of 
his grandchild, whom he had employed (owing to the 
dimness of his sight, and the unsteadiness oDds hands, 
being near the age of fourscore) to write for him: that he 
knew that she herself could not understand, or, at least, 
feel touch interest in what she had written, lie wondered^ 
he said, how the papers produeed could have been disco¬ 
vered except by some person well acquainted with his 
private concerns: they had been in a secret drawer of his 
cabinet. He knew that the opinions expressed were c.i 
disputed points, and perhapB, according to the Bill of the 
Six Articles, they might bte accounted heretical, though 
they had been taked by him from the *Holy Bible, and no 
other authority. He loved his life, and would fain linger 
a little while longer on the journey to his eternal home; 
hut he prayed to have no other will but that of his des¬ 
pised and persecuted Master, Christ. And then rising 
from his seat, and lifting up his arms towards heaven, 
' with a look and manner which struck a reverential awe 
over the whole assembly, he solemnly commended him¬ 
self td the care of his God; and praying for a blessing on 
all present, sat down, call", dignified, and cheerful. 
Tile judge now requested, that if any persons could bear 
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testimony in favour of the prisoner, they would come into 
court, anl they should be heard. 

Instantly a murmur rose from one quarter of the court, 
and the crowd gave way, while a tall and hand^me young 
man, of a noBle and somewhat haughty carriage, stepped 
forth, and,with a powerftil but pleasing voice, demanded 
to be heard. *Frances raised herself, and recognizing,at 
a glance her brother Hubert, the ptn dropped from her 
fingers, and she sat like one suddenly paralyzed. 

“ I have waited with some impatience,” said Hubert, 
“ and with no little weariness and sickness of heart, fur 
this day. It»hath come at fast* and I rejoice. I have 
presented no petitions in private; I hare had no inter¬ 
views in private with those in power. The accusation 
is now made in public against this helpless old man, and 
*ia public I now mqpt it with proofs, that this propocudon 
lias been, I will not say unjustly carried on, but foundod 
on a deep a*d grievous mistake.” 

“ The fellow is'himself a heretie, my lord!” cried 
Bonner, unable to restrain his rage —“ a most damnable 
heretic^ and the grandson to the doting old fool that 
h%th just made so dull and unlearned a defence before 
us!” • 

But the infamous prelate had met with his notch 
ia deep and specious talent.^ With a profound obei-. 
aace, but with a smile full of meaning, Hubert ex¬ 
claimed— 

“ I crave pardon of mj worthy a*d most noble lords, 
but I am no heretic. There is not the slightest shade of 
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doctrine in which I do not agree most cordially” (and. he 
laid his hand upon his heart). “ with the efadite and 
deeply-considered opinions of his highness; King Henry, 
whom Gqd preserve 1 With so deep a reverence, with 
so perfect a faith do I subscribe to every'letter of those 
Six most sacred Articles, for offending against which, my 
poor deluded grandsire is accused here,' that I would 
gladly yield my life iu their support. . 1 come hither to 
be questioned, if you please it, on them all. -With thee, 
most holy prelate 1” “and again he bowed to Bonner, “ I 
have, if I may presume to say so, but one and the same 
mind 1 upon all these moft important points L” His coun¬ 
tenance, while he spoke, wore such an ingenuous ex¬ 
pression of manly yet modest sincerity, and there was so 
grave a dignity about his manner, that even Borncr was 
staggered for awhile, as he looked upon him.—“ As % 
my grandfather,” he continued* “ with him, those who 
have attended him in prison well know I Iptve held no 
intercourse since the day of his arrest, when, by some 
chance, I was with him ; but then I was zealously dis¬ 
puting with him on these very points of doctrine', being, 
even at. that time, ignorant of the slate of his inlelleqjs, 
and afterwards opposing in too hasty a manner the com¬ 
mission which ordered him to be imprisoned-” 

“ Stop, sir, stop!” exclaimed Bonner, With a hurried 
voice, “ repeat what you said : I do not quite understand 
you. 'What do you mean by that word intellects ? You 
would not pretend-s—” 

■‘I mean,” interrupted Hubert, slowly, but very so- 
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lemnly, and in a voice that was distinctly heard throughout 
the cour%—‘ ‘ I mean, that Sir Arthur W oodgate is not of 
sane rtlind, and what I do assert, 1 will prove. I have 
the affidavits of his medical attendants and others, to the 
fact. I hate witnesses also in court from among the few 
friends and servants who have seen him since his last 
illness, to prove that his reason was disordered by that 
illness, and that .he is at this very" moment insane, or, in 
plain words, mad.” 

The old knight had repeatedly, but in vain, attempted 
to be beard, and he would now have spoken; but the 
judge commanded silence, %nd ( thcn proceeded tP read 
the affidavits, and to swear, and examine, and cross- 
examine the witnesses. They were also examined and 
cross-examined by Bonner and others. But Hubert had 
go persuaded the witnesses into a belief that the deceit 
was even meritorious wjiich might save the life of so 
virtuous aqd beloved, a d'rien^ as Sir Arthur Woodgate ; 
he had so tutored and prepared them.for every perplexing 
question that could be put to them; he had, in short, 
considfted and arranged every thing with such deep 
thought and consummate talent, and yet made the evi¬ 
dence so plain and simple, that a settled conviction of the 
truth of what he asserted was gradually taking possession 
of many minds, when Bonner, who had sate for a time; 
with his eyes bent upon the ground in troubled thought, 
came forward, aqd looking steadfastly upon Ttjinces, 
said, “ But there is one "witness, a principal witness, 
whom we have not yet examined—that young gothic - 

i 2 
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woman. With your permission, my lord, I would address 
a few questions to her.” 

Frances, however, seemed to hear him not. Cold and 
motionless she sat, her arms folded, her lips unclosed, 
and her eyes fixed in a vacant stare. The violent throb- 
bings of her heart, which were plainly perceived quickly 
moving the modest folds which covered hej bosom, alone 
declared her a creature of life. In a moment her brother 
stood beside her, and taking her hands, gently raised her 
from her seat, saying aloud, as he quitted her, “You 
well know if 1 have spoken the truth.” 

Bopner again addressed,, her, but she paid no heed to 
aim. Sinking upon her knees, and fervently raising her 
clasped hands,' she cried aloud—“ Uh, Spirit of Truth ! 
who canst alone guide me unto all truth, do thou teach 
and support me in this agony. Help me, for the sake of 
Him in whose lips guile was not found; that no false 
principle may mislead me, jio fqgr of man may daunt me, 
but that I may spejjk the truth boldly, and as I ought to 
speak 1—And now,” she said, having risen up, “ no one 
need question me; for 1 will speak unasked. Sir,Arthur 
Woodgate, my holy and my dearest grandsire, is not mad; 
but lias ever uisplayed in his actions a clear and sane 
mind, and ever spoken the words of truth and soberness. 
•I would to God that all who hear me this day were alto¬ 
gether such as he is ! I tiave tended on him by day, and 
sat alj night by his sick-bed. From my earliest childhood 
to the present hour, I cannot recal a day in the which 
I have not seen him, and in the wlrich I have not always 
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found him, not only the kindest friend, not only the holiest 
in princijie and practice, but the wisest, the most ratio¬ 
nally sane in intellect, of any person 1 have ever known. 
Ye*, you think me cruel, Hubert,—unnatural,” she con¬ 
tinued, in a voice of mournful tenderness, “ 1 see you do, 
and X must bear your anger: God knows, this struggle 
has half broken my heart! But hear me: all' may seem 
dark and lost to ypu, but be assured rf this, I speak from 
faith and deep conviction.—Would to God you had given 
heed to the words when last you heard them—that you 
had caught their spirit, and learned true wisdom from 
them ! My {rod will send his angel, and .his servant 
shall not be hurt; forasmuch as before his God innocency 
,is found in him, and also before his king Re has done no 
hurt—” She looked around for her brother, but he was 
jjone. 

The- trial proceeded. ,The judge summed up the evi¬ 
dence,—the^jury gave their vejdict, and that verdict was, 
Guilty 1 

From the first. Sir Arthur had expected no other 
verdict* He was prepared to die, and ho heard, with a 
sweet and even cheerful composure, that he Whs Jo yield 
his last breath in cruel burnings at the stakf:! 

When the sentence was pronounced, and the trial qyer, 
the old man begged permission to say a few words, which 
being allowed to him, he spake thus, with the dignity and 
composure of a spiqt above the world: 

“ I stand before you, my friends^ as a dying man. 
My doom is pronounced ; 1 have almost done with this 
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woiid—1 pray you to forget that 1 am a condemned pri¬ 
soner, and to hear me as a friend. ] shall hap to thank 
Ciod that I have been brought hither, and that my 
worthless^ life is paid as the forfeit, if my words inay have 
any weight with you. 1 am an old man 1 have seen 
many changes in my long life, and learned some wisdom 
by experience. I would warn and counsel, you all against 
these idle disputations, this public strife of words, which 
tendeth not to godly edification. I foresee, .that, should 
thesfr disputings about abstruse points of doctrine con¬ 
tinue, there will be dreadful havoc made among the flock 
of Christ’s shefcp. I wou’d entreat you,rather to love 
“mercy, and to do justice, amj, to walk humbly with your 
God; Where do we find throughout the sacred volume,, 
long learned disputations on these subjects 't Where do 
we find the permission to pervert them to sources of strife 
with our brethren'? What need is there that we, pooi, 
fallible creatures! should be skided to answer and explain 
the why and the bow in the deep doctrines of our holy 
faith ? Nor are we called upon to dispute about, bpt to 
make a good use of, the blessings of the Eucharist. Do 
we stop to dispute about the nature of the food we cat, 
or to learn b^ what process it is converted into the blood 
within our veins! We rather cat our bread with thank¬ 
fulness, and live and thrive upon its wholesome nourish¬ 
ment-” 

The noble prisoner would have continued; but here, 
with a torrent of low abu.se, 1 tanner interfered, and called 
loudly upon the judge to dismiss the court. Ilia demand 
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was complied with instantly ; and, half leaning on, half 
supporting his meek and trembling grandchild, Sir Arthur 
Woodgate returned to his prison. 

On the eve of the day appointed for the burning of the 
venerable saiRt, his grandson was admitted to the cell to 
take his last leave of him. Sir Arthur was asleep, with 
his thin, pallid face resting on the arm of his fair and 
youthful companion. 

“ You ale just in time to say ‘ Farewell,’ and to 
receive his last blessing,” said Frances, with a sweet and 
cheerful voice. “ l have seen death before, Hubert,” 
she added, insa whisper, “ add sjireiy the fearful change 
which immediately precedes death, has hijjc taken place. 
How good and gracious our heavenly Father is! You 
ce, my Hubert, had your scheme succeeded, still we 
Viould have wept together to-night over the corpse of this 
our host and dearest friend. All your exertions would 
have provedrfruitless.” 

She ceased speaffing, for she peredved that the sound 
of her voice disturbed the sleeper. Once, and only once, 
when tTiey had watched about an hour beside his couch, 
theg dying patriarch opened his eyes, without endeavouring 
to raise Iris head from the arm of his loving and tender 
child. He saw Hubert, his face bathed iu tears,* Ijis 
hands joined in prayer, kneeligg beside him. Frances' 
guided his feeble band till she bad placed it on the head 
of her brother, and the old man felt what she had tloiic, 
and smiled. With a voieg still calm and distinct, he 
blessed his repentant son, and then he said, “ Come iftar 
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new, and kiss me, my children.” He was silent for a 
few moments, his eyes still gazing on his grandson; then 
smiling, as he closed them, he said, “ You see I am not 
mad, my~>on !'* He sunk into so gentle a doze, that his 
breathing became less and less audible. They knew not, 
till some moments after, that he had ceased to breathe. 
Not a sigh was heaved, not a feature disturbed—all was 
peace! 


SONNET. 

BY TIIE REV. 611 ARLES STRONG. 

Lived there beneath the earth, in depths profound, 
A race like us, with reason’s light endued ; 

Yet who, less privileged, ha^never viewed 
The sky, the ocean, and the verdant ground ; 

Then were they sudden from*these shades unbound, 
And led into this ryorld, with wonders strewed, 

As they the spacious theatre reviewed. 

How would the spectacle delight, confound ! 

The,sun, tl^e azure sky, the floating cloud, 

The sea, woods, rivers, and the flowery sod, 

V^ikI each fair scene the beams of day unshroud— 

The star-paved heaven by shining planets trod— 
With eyes in wonder raised, and rapture loud. 

Ah !"'would they not exclaim—a God'! a God! 


Vide Cic. de Nat Deorum, lib ii 37, SS. 



THE MARTYR’S CHILD. 


1IY 1IIE HEV. THOMAS DALE. 


Osce movo I clasp thee to my breast, 

Child (ff my first and fondast love, 
lire yet. I enter into rest, 

Kie join the ransomed Irosts above : 

Ami eaithward though my thoughts must rove 
Krom saints and. seraphs bending there, 

YV ho shall a parting sigh reprove 
O’er on# as pure and "scat efc less fair? 

My bud of beauty: thou must bloom, 

’Mid the chill rains, and wintry blast, 

\V here skies are wrapt in starless glom*^ 

And summer suns have beamed their last. 

Vet, though dark clouds the heaven o’ercast, 
lie, at whose word the winds arc still. 

Can screen thee till the storm be past— 

I It now He can— i trust Jie will. 
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Yet, who shall form thine infant sighs. 

To syllabic the first brief prayer t 
And who shall point thee to the skies, 
dfiid say, “ Thou hast a Father there 1” 
And who shall watch with ceaseless care. 
Lest thy young steps unheeding stray 
Where Pleasure plants the secret snare, 
And Hope’s seductive smiles betray! 


O! could I hear thee hence, while yet 
The strife of passion is unknown. 

Lie guilt her fatal seal hath set. 

Or earth has mark’d thee for its own. 
While Nature’s debt of death alone 
Is all mortality must pay,— 

To gaze upon th’ eternal throne. 

And swell the glad unceasing lay! 


But now I leave thee —not alone-*- 
More welcome far were solitude; 

For Ho, who ne’er forsakes his own, 
E’en in the desert, vast, and rude. 
Might hid the ravens bring tliec focal, 
Or streams gush forth amidst the wild. 
Or guide the wanderings of the good 
To seek and save his handmaid's child. 
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i leave thee to thy mother’s foes, 

1 Hiave thee to the foes of Heaven;— 
Yet, do Heave thee but to those !— 
Lord! be the guilty thought forgiven! 
0I if She strive as I have striven, 
With stormy winds on life’s rough sea, 
May she by warring waves be driven 
To find a haven, Lord, with thet! 


MILTON’S BLINDNESS. 

11Y GEORGE BROMIIY. 

When Milton's eye ethereal light first drew, 

Earth's gross and cumb’rous objects check’d his view ; 
Quirk to remove these barriers from his mind, 

J\'»ture threw ope th’ expanse, and st.nick,bim blind: 

To him a nobler vision then was given— 

lie closed his eyes on earth, to look on heaven! 



ON MEETING SOME FRIENDS ,OF YOUTI1 


AT CHELTENHAM, 

FOE T1IE FIRST SINCE WE I-ARTED, AT OXFORD. 

BY THE REV. W. L. BOWLES. 


‘ And wept to eee the paths of life divide.” 

SUENSTONE. 


IIfre, the companions ofour careless prime. 

Whom fortune’s various ways had .'lever’d long 
Since that fair dawn, wjien Hope her vernal song 
Sung blithe,—with features mark’d by stealing tir ,e, 
At these restoring springs, are met again! 

We, young adventurers, on life’s opening road, 
Sot out together:—to their last abode 
■ Some have sunk silent—some awhile remain— 

Some are dispersed—of many, growing old 
In life’s obscurer bourne, no tale is told. 

Here, ere the shades of tile long night descend, 
.And all our wanderings in oblivion end, 



flic parted nif'J once more—and pensive ti.ic 
(!M urkt?l by that hand unseen, whose iron pen 
Writes, “ Mortal change,” upon the bouts of men ) 
The creeping furrows in each other’s face. 

44 Where shall we meet again?” jclhrtion sighs. 

“ Where?—In the dust!” Timu, rushing on, replies. 
Then hail the hope that lights the pilgrim’s way. 

Where there is ncithci change, nor darkness, nor decay ’ 
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BY MRS. JOS I All CON Dlilt. 

# * Foxes have holes, and birds of the air have nests: but the 
Son of Man hath not where to lay hib head.” 

'1 n e last bright glance of sunset sheds below 
Its glory ; and the roseate beams that spring 
from the rdf css of light, in splendour bring 
The sun’s farewell; such messengers as throw 
Open t|pj gates of morn, and shut the skies 
When shifting radiance of a thousand dyes 
Js^eltling into gloom. All creatures kno% 

This hour. The rooks’ dark phalanx homeward the? 

The hcc liei cell hath found, or dosed her wing 
On M'abious wild. Yen, every •breathing thing, 

^Tadletl in down, or silken web, or bed 
Of woven leaf, or sheltered invert, lies : 

All, save Tut ()\f. who oJfch v*aim oflvoiuu spiead . 

Hi- ouly had not. where to lay l fi^ head. 



WARNINGS. 


Beauty —remember that change and decay 
Will pursue in your path, as the night follows day: 

Pride—bear in mind that your form is of clay. 

And will rot with the meanest that stands in your way : 
Wealth—that you are like the rainbow’s bright ray, 
Unsubstantial as clouds, and more fleeting‘than they : 
Bank—let your name be as high as it may. 

That the mandate “ be dust,” even you must obey : 
Tower—what things are your life and your sway. 

Which a breath can destroy and a murmur betray ! 

Happiness—know that yoh shine like the light 
Of the wandering gleam that misleads us at night: 
Pleasure—though painted all lovely and bright. 

That your visits are fatal, and rapid your flight: 
Friendship—plough dear to the sense and the sight, 

That thou art but a flower which the wintry winds blight: 
hove—that thy name, if we read it aright. 

Is passion, more fearful because of its might: 

Hope—’tis in you their attractions unite. 

But you lure us to leave us when most you invite. 


L. A. II. 






















MAY-DAY IN THE VILLAGE. 


A Sketch.* 


The sun had scarcely risen over Elmwood village, when 
nearly all its inhabitants had left their beds, and were 
rambling through the fields,*anj along the hedges, to 
gather green branches and fresh flowers to deck the May-" 
•pole, around which the old and the young were to assehrffle, 
when Evening, the friend and patroness of innocent amuse¬ 
ment, paced in her shadowy mantle over earth. It jvas 
the morning that ushered.in “the merriest month of all 
the year;”,and in the wholevvillage there was but one 
aching heart. NeSrly opposite the spot in which, “time 
out of mind,” on such festal occasions, the villagers had 
held fJieir joyous meetings, was the neat but humble 
cottage in which Mary Edmonds and her,childre# dwelt. 
She was a stranger, who had been about three years a 
resident amongst them, and by her kind and gentle mi¬ 
ners, her continual anxiety to lessen all their difficulties*, 
and to administer to all their wants, and, above all, by 
that air of gentility.which marked her as evidently superior 
to the situation she then filled, she had succeeded in gaining 
not only their esteem, but their affection. 

s 2 
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Awakened from sleep that was seldom unbroken, she 
opened her lattice window, and looked forth #pon the 
laughing crowds, in whose joy she could not participate, 
and listened to the merry singing, for which her heart had 
no echo. Their voices were loud and cherrful, as they 
sung the song that had been their favourite, perhaps for 
ages: 

It in tlie ?..erry month of May, 

That laughs all wintry cares away; 

O, the merry, merry May 1 

Now we have had our April showers, 

And merry May will bring us flowers ; 

O, the merry, merry May \ 

She ?omes in robe of red and green. 

So gay, with diamond gems between ■, 

O, the merry, merry May ! 

, Then look upon her cloudless sky. 

And hear her herald-lark on high ■, 

O, the merry, merry May * 

Then drive all wintry cares away. 

And laugh and he like merry May; 

O, the merry, merry May 1 

IV] ary Edmonds listened to the gay song of her neigh¬ 
bours; hut they little knew the feelings to which their 
merriment had given rise. The day was to her, one which 
brought recollections tli£ mo>t sad; and when they passed 
on their way rejoicing, siie turned from her window, and 
bitttHy wept. 

It was well known to all the neighbourhood, that some 
cloud shadowed hoi hopes and hoi piospccts ; foi in hci 
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countenance and manner there was that exptowion of deep 
though uncomplaining sorrow, which seldom arises from 
any wound hut tliat, which rankles in the heart, and for 
which the world’s blessings can never provide a cure. 
Her cottage %vas neatly and tastefully furnished. It was 
evident that she possessed a competency sufficient to secure 
the possession, not only of necessaries, but of comforts. All 
who knew her wej-e her friends, and if was almost impos¬ 
sible that site* could ever have had an enemy. 1 Ier habits ftnd 
her temper were peculiarly domestic and placid, and her 
children were all that a mother could wish in them— 
lieautiful, interesting, and beluved by all. The unhappi¬ 
ness (for every one felt she was unhappy) of Mary 
•Edmonds, was therefore a mystery to the villagers. Wo 
one could divine the source from whence it arose. Many 
indeed were the guesses as to its origin; for though they 
had often heard her children talk of a father, they had 
never heard # her speak of «i hu^and: and when she came 
amongst thorn, her dross was not thafoof a widow. 

The day of merriment had passed, and the evening had 
summoned the old and young of the village to the open 
plain that fronted Mary Edmonds* dwelling. Sjjhc was 
sitting on the green bank beneath the aged tree that 
shadowed the cottage-gale; and as the mingled sounds 
of music and laughter fioin the neighbouring crowd me!, 
her ear, she pressed her hand to her brow, and seemed 
absorbed in thoughts that were even more than usually 
melancholy. 

Hoi little boy had Imen toi some tunc leaning his l.*jad 
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on hci lap, and, as lie found himself still unnoticed, at 
length he raised his tearful eyes, looked in lief face, and 
asked her why she was so sad, when every body was so 
happy? . 

“ Put away your daisies, Jane,” said hd to his young 
sister, who was sitting by his mother’s side, arranging a 
nosegay of wild-flowers—“ Put away your daisies, and 
come and kiss maxiflna, for she is weeping.” 

At this moment, o stranger appeared standing within 
the cottage-gate; he wore a dark riding-cloak, the cape 
of which he held to his face, with the evident, intention of 
concealing his features • and remained for awhile unno¬ 
ticed by those lie was so earnestly contemplating. 

“Mamma, mamma, do not look so sad!” exclaimed 
both her children, and Mary Edmonds turned and smiled 
through her tears as she kissed them. 

The stranger advanced a few steps nearer to the group, 
and withdrew the cloak t.h it more than half bid his face. 
The expression of his countenance was melancholy also ; 
but it was a melancholy mingled with remorse—very 
different from that of the woman on whom he was so 
intently gazing. The fall of his cloak appeared to be 
accidental; for in an instant he resumed the disguise, 
and continued to look upon the mother embracing and 
weeping over her children. 

He had i.ot continued in this posture many minutes, 
befofr he attracted the attention of the little boy, who 
pointed him out his mother. She lose, and politely 
cintosied to the stranger. 
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" If you arc going to join the crowd of mciry villagers, 
sir,” said she, “you have but to pass this corner, and 
you will see the light-hearted and happy.” 

The stranger made no reply. 

“ Or, perhaps, sir,” she continued, “ you are on your 
way to the village inn ; yonder road will lead you to it, 
but you will find it deserted now.”. 

Still the stranger gave her no answer; and while she 
stood gazing with some surprise upon him, she saw his 
bosom heave as if in violent agitation, and a suppressed 
sob appeared t# shake his whole frame. 

“ You do not know me, ivfary*” said he. 

Mary Edmonds looked at him fixedly,* and while she 
gazed, he let the mantle fall from his face. She sank 
upon the green sward from which she had risen, and ap¬ 
peared to exert a more than human strength, while she 
replied to his question. 

“ Too w£l! do I know mat toice, and those features.— 

• , 

Go, my children,” said she, “ and wait within until 1 
come to you.” The little ones immediately passed through 
the gate, and entered the cottage. 

•The stranger instantly fell at Mary’s*/eet, efnbraced 
them, and wept like a child.—“OKI” said he, “l 
cannot ask for pardon ; but, for the love of llim who died 
for sinners, give it to me, 1\1 ary*—give it to me !” 

Mary Edmonds took her husband’s hand, and her tearj 
fell fast upon it “ Oh!* why did you desert me 1 ?” 
were the only woids she c*uld utter. 

“Oh! 1 have wronged you,” he answered, “but I 
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have suffered deeply—most deeply : hy day and by night 
the bitterest remorse has been with me, until my life 
became a burthen, and 1 have come, on my knees to 
obtain fofgivencss, or to depart from you and die. Foi 
the sake of those little ones—1 have never seen one of 
them until this night—forgive me, Mary 1 For the sake 
of that God you have always loved, and who has given 
me a broken and a conti ite heart—forgive me, SI ary ! 
Forgive me, even on the return of the very day on which, 
like a wretch, I left you!” 

Mary Kdmonds had deeply felt the wrongs she had 
suffered : deserted by the li'usband in whom hud centred 
all her earthly hopes and affections,—at the moment, 
too, when his cares ami attentions were rendered doubly 
necessary,—she had struggled, and not altogether in vain, 
to 'forget the days—the words—the looks—the actions of 
pure and devoted love, in the remembrance of the sin by 
which he had been led a.vfay —the surest death-blow to a 
woman’s peace and to a woman's pride. But she was a 
wife and a mother; and the parent of her children, the 
object of her early and disintcicsted attachment was 
before her—a. penitent! She knew that in heaven time 
is joy over a sinner that repeutclli, and few will blame 
her for, raising her husband from the ground, and, amid 
weeping and thanksgiving to the Almighty lor his icslo- 
tation to virtue, receiving him again to her home and hei 
•i flections. 


L. A. 11 . 



THE OLD MAID’S PRAYER TO DIANA. 


BY THE I.ATE MU*. HENRY IICJHE. 


Since thou and the stars, my dear goddess, decree, 
That Old Maid as I am, an Old Maid 1 must be, 

O hear the petition I offer to thee— 

For to bear it must be my endeavour : 

From the grief of my friendships all dropping around. 
Till not. one whom I Iove$ in my youtli can be found— 
From the legacy-hunters that near us abound, 

Diana, thy servant, deliver. 

From the scorn of the young and the flaunts of the gay, 

From all the trite ridicule rattled away 

By the pert ones who know nothing wiser to say, 

Or a spirit to laugh at them, give her : 

From repining at fancied neglecfed desert, 

Or, vain of a civil speech, bridling aleit. 

From finical nieencss or slatternly dirt; 

Diana, thy servant delfvei.* 
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From over solicitous guarding of polf, 

From humour unchecked—that most obstinate elf— 
From every unsocial attention to self. 

Or ridiculous whim whatsoever: 

From the vapourish freaks or methodical ails, 

Apt to sprout in a brain that's exempted from cares, 
From impertinent meddling in others’ affairs, 

Diana, thy servant deliver. 

From the erring attachments of desolate souls. 

From the love of spadillo, and of matadorp voles. 

Or of lap-dogs, and parrot'-, and monkies, and owls. 
Be they .ne’er so uncommon and clever: 

But chief from the love (with all loveliness flown) 
Which makes the dim eye condescend to look down 
On some ape of a fop, or some owl of a clown,— 
Diana, thy servant delivei. 

From spleen at beholding the young more caressed, 
From pettish asperity tartly expressed, . 

From scandal, -detraction, and every such pest— 
From aljs thy true servant deliver: 

Nor let satisfaction depart from her cot— 
iLet her sing, if at ease, and be patient, if not; 

Be pleased when regarded, content when forgot. 

Till the Fates her slight thread shall dissever. 



CAIONE: 


Oil I'UNlillAL SONG. 

[Imitated from the Irish.] 

1!Y JOSEPH HUMPHREYS. ' 

Sunk in cold repose and deep. 

The dew* of heaven thy bosojn steep. 

The eastern sun, in radiance bright, 

Ascends—before his cheering ray 
The mists, which in the gloom of night 
Hung heavy on the mountain’s height, 

Disperse—and still, as glows his light, 

Joy pses with the rising day. 

That joy shall thrill thy heart no m»re : 

Finished thy course, thy journey o’er, 

And? though night’s shadows flee before the morn, 
Ne'er shall the pulse of life to thee retup. 

Lone are thy native mountains now, * 

The woods, the glens, the streams are lone ; 

For he who climbed eaeji rugged brow, 

And trade each deep ravine below, 

(As smiled his,bright, unclouded eye. 

In playfulness of infancy, 

In childhood's happy hour)—is gone. 
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Then first within that virtuous breast, 

Was felt pure friendship's holiest glow; 

And oh ! that friendship / possest, 

Andloml thee as I mourn thee now— 

With anguish mourn thy sad, thy early close, 

Tom from my aching heart for ever—cold and silent thy 
repose. 

Bright glows the setting sun ; but redder now. 

As far behind yon mountain’s darkening brow 
He sinks, and, sinking, flings his ruddy light 
O’er rock and forest, ( bea.ning fiery bright*; 

On glittering stream, on turret mouldering grey. 

On the broad ocean, on the winding bay, 

Lingers his latest, softest, sweetest ray. 

.Hearer to me than that last, loveliest beam. 

Tinging each filmy cloud with golden gleam, 

Wert thou;—and when. through heaven’s high arch ot 
blue, > 

T mark that sun his course of light pursue. 

Sad are my thoughts, my sorrows spurn controui— 

Of thee, of ^tee I think, and anguish fills my soul. 

Like him, when glows his disk with roseate hue, 

Didst thou arise, the blush upon thy cheek ; 
llesplendent beams, like feis, thy noontide knew, 

But clouds and storms, thy beauty hid from view,— 
Clouds which thou, vainly struggling, sought to break. 
And sank—Oh ! ne’er to rise, nor know return. 
Though still the orient sun shall gild the morn. 
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Around thy head the shades of midnight close; 

Torn froiff this anguished breast for ever—cold and silent 
thy repose. 

Even as th£ nerve this throbbing heart that thrills. 
Pouring the crimson tide in countless rills, 

Wert thou to me.—Brave, generous, just, sincere. 

For thee alone this barren world wdS dear : 

Now joyless, cheerless, hopeless, time drags on. 

Life of my life, since thou, its light, art gone— 

Thou, loved of all! But why do 1 look back 
I'pon thy virtue’s pure and radiant track 1 
Why call ye up again to memory, 

Ye scenes of bright and cloudless Happiness, 

When this glad bosom felt serenest joy, 

Which now feels nought but utter loneliness ? 

That form, in life so loi^d, is breathless now 5 
Bathed in^death’s clammy d§ws that manly brow. 

Clod of the”valley?—lifeless, soulless* clay,— 

Swept as the mists ofTmorn by wintry storms away,— 
Gon?, gone for ever, to return no more,— 

For thee, for thee these floods of anguisl^jiour: • 

Still must 1 mourn thy sad, thy early close, 

Torn from me—lost to me for ever—cold and silent thy 
repose. 



TO THE EVENING STAR. 


Stab of evening, mild and bright, 

1 love, thy calnrvan<fr holy ray ; 

It seems t so gently to invite 

My soul to heaven, and point the way ; 

For thou, O watcher of the sky ! 

Burning on the brow of* even. 

Art like some spirit from on high, 

Beeping through the vault of •heaveif. 

Dew-drop from the flowers above ! 

. Dropt ppon the empyreal way, 

Etherial fire—eye of love 1 
“ Diamond of serenest ray !” 

Whate’er thou art, whale’er thy name, 
Mine eye, upon thy twinklings staid, 
f.oves to mack thy little flame, 

Struggling through surrounding shade. 
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And there are, twisted with thy rays, 
I^elings that words can ne’er express ; 

A calm awakening of days. 

Long buried in the heart's recess. 

Then holier feelings take their turn. 

The soul is silenced into prayer. 

The heart wiih quicker throb discerns 
The*presence of its Maker there. 

And with the flashings of thine eye 
ComeJjright revealing* from above— 

From Him who hung thee in the sky 
To light us to his throne of love. 

More bright the lamp of day may be. 

Of ampler orb the spleen of night: 

But thipe are holier rays t$> me, 

And dearer than a world of light. 


R. A. L. 
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JAMES MORLAND, THE COTTAGER. 


“ Never saw I the righteous forsaken.”- Psalms. 


Tijf. cottage of James Morland was the prettiest in on* 1 
of the most romantic villages of the county of Devon. Its 
site had been well chosen, for it commanded an extensive 
prospect of the surrounding country, and yet had the shelter 
of the neighbouring hills to protect-it from the inclemency 
of the less gentle winds. It stood swficiently distant from 
the village to lose all its bustle, but was near enough to 
participate in all its conveniencies. A little bye-path led 
past it* door *o the parish church; and on the sabbath 
the villagers would pause. on their way to admire the 
neatness of the dwelling, or to inhale the fragrance of the 
‘sweet flowers that blossomed with every season, in the 
well-cultivated and well-weeded garden, or to greet their 
neighbour as he went forth to worship, with his wife and 
his five children—so many models of what an English 
yeoman and his family should be. 
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The cottage had been in the possession of James Mor- 
Jand anrf his ancestors for upwards of a century. They 
had never held a higher, but never a lower, station than 
that of small farmers; and their means had b^pn always 
equal to theiP necessities or their wishes. J ames’s father, 
however, though an honest, was not a frugal man : he had 
lost his partner early in life, and he had neglected his 
opportunities of -providing against % “ rainy season.” 
When he died— 

** And bequeathed to his son a good name,”— 
he left him scarcely any hther inheritance. 

James had married well -+-wefl in the only sense in 
which the word can be applied to marriage. His wife 
.■was one who felt and enjoyed the blessings of religion, 
and his children were brought up in the nurture and ad 
monition of the Lord. Religion always brings content¬ 
ment, and without contentment there is no happiness. 
Its effects ijere manifest* not gnly in their own character 
and conduct, and In the disposition* and habits of their 
young family, but in their domestic arrangements, and in 
their attention to those comforts and humble elegancies 
which made their home as attractive as it was substantially 
valuable. James had never any temptation to leave it, 
because he could no where have found so much enjoymept 
as in his own house; where fyis cheerful Mary and his. 
smiling little ones recompensed his labour when done, 
or lightened by their influence his daily toil. 

The ways of Providence are often .most mysterious; 
but to the eye of faith there is always some convincing 
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evidence, that when the virtuous arc afflicted, their trials 
are sent to prove, and not to crush ; that their strength 
may be seen in trouble, and that their excellence in ad¬ 
versity nvy be like the perfume of bruised flowers—more 
powerful in its cflecls, and more extensively useful. Mary 
Morland had given birth to a sixth child ; but her severe 
and dangerous illness had for several weeks prevented her 
husband from attending to his work. , She had scarcely 
recovered, when their cow died, and two of their sheep 
were stolen. These misfortunes obliged James, for the 
first lime in his life, to !>e in arrears with his rent. He 
hoped, however, to be read}' with it after hrrvest; but in 
consecjucnce of his wife's confinement, his crop was very 
late, and the wet season had commenced before it was 
gathered in. Other difficulties came upon him, and he 
saw no possibility of discharging the debt, for which his 
landlord’s agent, a eold-heartqd man, had become very 
pressing. James was too .upright in principle to promise 
payment within a .short period; for "he knew that many 
prosperous months alone could enable him to recover the 
ground he had lost. A distress was therefore levied on 
his house and .land ; and James Morland and his family 
were driven from the ancient dwelling of their forefathers, 
with no other possession than honest hearts, and a humble 
dependence on Him whom they knew clothed the fair 
flowers of the beautiful garden, and provided homes 
for-_the little chirping sparrows that nestled in the thatch 
of the cottage froip which they were exiled. 

The whole family had passed the threshold, and had 
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lingered for some minutes in the garden. Tire wile irad 
given Iter* infant to the care of her eldest hoy, and was 
gazing through the half-open lattice, into the late cheerful 
and happy par lour. The tears had gathered in her eyes, 
as she traine<i up and fastened a branch of the honeysuckle 
that had given way, and then plucked one of its many 
blossoms, on which she looked earnestly, as if bidding 
farewell to the beautiful tree she had go long watched and 
cherished. w The mournful group of children gathered 
round her, and endeavoured to attract her attention by 
questions as to wlrieh of tlteir flowers they should carry 
with them, ^fite poor, afflicted mother turned round,— 
she could contain herself no longer; but, clasping each 
by turn to her bosom, site wept bitterly as She bade “ God 
bless them.” The husband, full of bustle and apparent 
carelessness, had entered bis cottage, to see that nothing 
had been left behind; but when he returned, it was evi¬ 
dent that its bare walls and its desolate appearance liatl 
weighed heavily upyri him. fie looked on his wife, sup¬ 
pressed a heart-sob, and exclaimed, “ Come, my Mary, 
take u|> your child, and God will guide us to some other 
resting-place.” The family passed through the little gate 
of their garden,—again turned to gazeVn their once 
happy home, and went their way. 

Their dog had been a spectator of the scene,* and hlj 
seemed perfectly conscious of the sorrow that had fallen ’ 
on his master’s house, as he ran from one member of it, 
lo another, whined and wagged his tail to each, and then 
lay down in a farther part rf the garden*, gazing wistfully 
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on the group. He had marked the last of the children 
pass through the gate, and then he walked leisurely out; 
but when he had gone a few steps, he returned, looked 
through the hedge, howled a piteous adieu, and scampered 
after his old friends. 

James Morland was known th'oughout the countiy to 
be an honest and an upright man ; and he soon found the 
advantage of a “ good report” in a season of adversity,— 
which, to use the emphatic words of the proverb, tries 
friends , while it rouses into action those energies of the 
mind that in success might leave slept unawakened. The 
worth of the vessel is not known in calms—its value and 
its strength are only proved by buffetting the tempest. 

.Tames was not deserted by his neighbours, nor was he 
forsaken by that Fiiend, who hath promised rest to all 
who labour and are heavy laden, and who call on him for 
aid. He was in poverty, but still his dependence on God 
continued firm, as in his better days. Every morning and 
evening his family met at prayers, as they had always 
done: eveiy Sunday saw them at church, as neatly though 
not so well dressed as on more prosperous Sabbath*,: their 
humble dwelling was as cheerful and as happy as it had 
formerly been, and within it they had soon smiling faces 
•and contented hearts. .1 ames had now to begin the world 
jigain ; and his course was one of sucli prosperity, as to 
make his success a sort of proverb among his neighbours ; 
while it reminded them, that, virtue “ hath the promise 
of this life, as well as of th.it which is to comcJ* Mis¬ 
fortune and sorrow are widi th* good but transient visiters j 
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il is only with the unrighteous that they take up their per¬ 
manent abode. The blessings of one year weie followed 
by the blessings of another; and, by industry and eco¬ 
nomy, .lames INI or land was, in the course of comparatively 
a short period, a wealthier mail than he had been in the 
revered habitation of his forefathers, and the home of his 
happiest associations. About sevon years after lie was 
driven forth in poverty, and (as far as its worldly inter¬ 
pretation go£s) in despair, a variety of circumstances had 
occurred, to which we need allude no farther than to 
obseive, that they led to the sale of the small estate on 
which this vcVy cottage stoocf: James IUorland was its 
purchaser, and his family continue to inhabit it to this day, 
—-their situation higher in life, but their humility and 
their virtuous character the same. 

The scene of the return of this good and happy family 
to the home of their childlfbod, was one that will never be 
forgotten by*the individual wllb was fortunate enough to 
witness both that, and their expulsion. 

It was the evening of a calm day in spring, when they 
stoppecT at the gate. The younger children entered has¬ 
tily, running to criticise the alterations tyat h«fd been 
made, and to form plans of improvement in their garden. 
But the mother paused for a moment, and, with a teat 
of pleasure in her eye, looked aver the hedge, and con¬ 
templated the familiar objects around her with a feeling, 
that none could understand, but those who knew the cir¬ 
cumstances connected withjier history. * After gazing for 
a short time, she turned her look toward heaven, clasped 
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her hands, and wept in gratitude and joy. _ She had 
wept when she quitted the spot, and she now wept on 
returning to it—she hacl been then resigned, and she was 
now thankful; but from how different a source did those 
tears proceed!—she had then faith in the promise, that 
she would not be forsaken, and she now saw that promise 
fulfilled. 

Her husband had been busily unloading his car: but 
he had frequently interrupted her by asking it the honey¬ 
suckle was yet in bloom,—if his favourite rose-tree still 
lived,—if the lilies had their blossoms;—or some question 
of equal interest to him who asked, as to her who was 
questioned. - 

Their dog must not be forgotten—their old dog, who 
had shared their adversity, and who now participated in 
their happiness. He marched with a slow and stately 
pace through each walk of the remembered garden, ns 
if he recognized an acquaintance in even/ shrub and 
flower; then went and capered round his master, and 
then went and lay panting at the cottage door. 

In a few minutes, the whole family were seated in their 
little parlour, <o which an air of comfort had been already 
given.—A prayer was said, and a hymn was sung, and 
they took possession of their dwelling. 


r. d. 



RESTORATION OF MALMESBURY ABBEY. 


BY JtHL ItEV. W. L. BCWVLES. 


This majestic but dilapidated pile, has been repaired at great 
expense, amfewitli taste and judgment in every respect con¬ 
sonant to and worthy of its ancient character. These verses 
were written nnderthe contemplation of thisfeingularly beau¬ 
tiful and unique pile being opened again for public worship, 
by a sacred musical performance. 


Monastic and time-fconsacrated T'anu, 

Thou hast put dh thy shapely stat* again. 
Almost august, as in thy early day, 
life ruthless Henry rent thy pomp away. 

IMo more the mass on holidays is si#ig, 

The Host high-rais'd, or turning censer swung; 
No more, in amice white, the fathers, slow, 
With lighted tapers, in long^order go;— 

Yet the tall window lifts its arched height. 

As to admit heaven’s pale but purer light: 

Those massy-cluster'd columns, whese long rows 
JJ’en at noon-day, in shadowy pomp repose, 
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Amid the silent sanctity of death. 

Like giants seem to guard the dust beneath: 

Those roofs re-echo (tho* no altars blaze) 

Th.4.prayer of penitence, the hymn of praise; 

Whilst meek Religion’s self, as with a'smile. 
Reprints the tracery of the hoary pile. 

Worthy its guest, the temple. .What remains! 
Oh, Mightiest Master, thy immortal strains 
These roofs demand. Listen,—with prelude slow, 
Solemnly sweet, yet full, the organs blow. 

And hark! again, heard ye the choral rhaunt 
Peal through the echeing arches, jubilant? 

More softly now, imploring litanies, 

Wafted to heaven, and mingling with the sighs 
Of penitence, from yon high altar rise: 

Again the vaulted roof “ Hosannah” rings— 

“ Hosannah! Lord of Lonls, and King of Kings!” 

Iffent, but not prostrate,'stricken, yet sublime, 
Reckless alike of injuries or timo; 

Thou unsubdued, in silent majesty, 

The tempest hast defied, and shalt defy! 

^The tejnple of our Sion so shall mock 
The mutt’ring storm, the very earthquake’s shock. 
Founded, Q Christ! on thy eternal rock. 



THE CROSS IN THE WILDERNESS. 


BY MRS. IIEMANS. 

Silent and mourrtful sat an Indian chie r , 

In the red*sunset, by a grassy tomb ; 

Ills eyes, that might not weep, were dark with grief. 
And his arm*folded in majestic gloom, 

And his bow fay unstrung beneathtthe mound. 
Which sanctified the gorgeous waste around. 


For a pale Cross above its greensward rose, 
lolling the cedars and the pines that there 
Man’s heart and hope had*struggled with his woes, 

A nd lifted from the dust, a voice of prayer. 

Now all was hushed—and eve’s last splendour shone 
With aerich sadness on the attesting stone. 


There came a lonely traveller o’er the wild, 

And he too paused in reverence by that grave, 
Asking the tale of its memorial, piled 

Between the forest and the lake’s bright wave ; 
Till, as a wind might stir a wither’d oak. 

On the deep dream of asre his accents broke: 
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A ml the grey chieftain, slowly rising, said,— 

“ I listened for the words, which years ago 
Passed o’er these waters: though the voice is fled 
Whici. made them as a singing fountain’s flow; 
Vet, when 1 sit in their long-faded track, 

Sometimes the forest’s murmur gives them back. 

“ Ask’st thou of Him, whose house is lone beneath t 

I was an eagle in my youthful pride. 

When o’er the seas he came, with summer’s breath. 

To dwell amidst us, on the lake’s green side. 

n . a 

Many the times of flowers have been since then,— 
Many, but bringing nought, like Him again! 


“ Not with the hunter's bow and spear he came 
O’er the blue hills to chase {he flying roe; 

Not the dark gloiy of the,woods to tame, 

Laying their cedars like the corn-stalks low ; 
But to spread tidings of all holy things, 
Gladdening our souls as with the morning’s wings 


‘ ‘ Doth not yon cypress whisper how we met, 

■ .1 and my brethren that from earth are gone. 
Under its boughs to hear his voice, which yet 

Seems through their gloom to send a silveiy tone 1 
Ife told of One, the grave's dark bands who broke. 
And our hearts burned witliip us as he spoke! 
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“ He told of far and sunny lands which lie 
Beyon4 the dust wherein our fathers dwell. 

Bright must they be! for there are none that die. 

And none that weep, and none that say, ‘ Farewell!’ 
He came to guide us thither,—but away 
The happy called him, and he might not stay. 


“ We saw him slowly fade—athirst, perchance, 
For the fuesh w aters of that lovely clime; 

Yet was there still a sunbeam in his glance, 

And on his gleaming hair no touch of time: 
Therefore weiioped—but nowvtliejake looks dim, 
For the green summer comes—and finds not Him. 


“ Wo gather’d round him in the dewy hour 
Of one still mom, beneath his chosen tree ; 
From his clear voice at fiSt the words of power 
Came lot*, like moanings of*a distant sea ; 
But swelled, and shook the wildemess'ere long. 
As if Jhe spirit of the breeze grew strong. 


“ And then.once more they trembled on h!k tongue. 

And his white eyelids fluttered, and his head 
Fell back, and mists upon his forehead hung— 
Know'st thou not how we pass to join the dead 1 
It is enough!—he sank upon my breast,— 

Our friend that leved us, he was gone to rest! 
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“ We buried him where he was wont to pray. 

By the calm lake, e’en here, at eventide; 

We reared this Cross in token where he lay. 

For on the Cross, he said, his Lord had died! 
Now hath he surely reached, o’er mount and wave. 
That flowery land whose green turf hides no grave! 


“ But 1 am sad—I mourn the clear light taken 
Back from my people, o’er whose place it shone. 
The pathway to the better shore forsaken, 

And the true words forgotten, save by one. 

Who hears them faintly sounding from the past. 
Mingled with death-songs in each fitful blast.” 

Then spoke the wanderer forth with kindling eye:— 
A Son of the Wilderness! despair thou not, 
Though the bright hour may seem to thee gone by. 
And the cloud settled o’er thy nation's lot : 

Heaven darkly works,—yet where the seed hath been. 
There shall the fruitage, glowing yet, be seen. 


“ Hope on, hope ever!—by the sudden springing 
Of green leaves which the winter hid so long ; 
And by‘ the bursts of free, triumphant singing, 
After cold, silent months, the woods among; 
And by the rending of the frozen chains. 

Which bound the glorious rivers on their plains; 
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“ Deem not tlio words of light that here were spoken, 
But asgi lovely song, to leave no trace! 

Yet shall the gloom which wraps thy hills Ire broken, 
And the full day-spring rise upon thy race! 

And fading njjsts the lietter paths disclose. 

And the wide desert blossom as the rose.” 


So by the Cross tljoy parted, in the" wild, 

Bach fraught with musings for life’s after-day, 
Memories to visit one, the Forest’s Child, 

By many a blue stream on its lonely way ; 
And upon out, midst busy thrangs^to press 
Deep thoughts and sad, yet full of holiness. 



TEARS AND SIGHS. 


BY It ICH A III) IlYAN. 


“My tears hiyre been my meat day and night.’* 

Psalm xlii. 


’Mid tears I hail the golden sun, 

And wish his fated ccgirse was run, 

'Mid sighs 1 view that sun’s decline. 

And weep while silvery moonbeams shine. 

Tho’ young. I’m old, since all my years. 

I've number’d by my sighs and tears. 

Ask ye how many tears I\e shed ? 

Go count the stars above my head :— 

How many sighs I’ve number’d o’er? 

Count ye the sands upon the shore. 

Since hours, and days, and months, and years, 
T’ve number'd by my sighs and tears. 

When shall I quit this world of gloom. 

And sink within the peaceful tomb ? 

Methinks I hear my Maker say, 

“ When all thy sins are wept away.” 

Then mournful let me pass my years, 
iNuinb’ring each mint* ? with my tears. 












THE PASTOR OF THE LAC DE JOUX. 


A Sketch founded op Fact. 


There could scarcely be imagined a spot more isolated 
from the world, its fashions, its allurements, and its cares, 
than the little* valley of the LJtc <ie Joux. Embosomed 
amongst the deepest recesses of the Jura, £t the farthest 
western extremity of the Pays dcYaud, it lies encircled 
by a rude barrier of rocks and forests, as though Nature 
had never intended it to be known but to the wild tenants 
of the woods and streams.* Yet here have human industry 
and contentment found a dwelling-place; and the silvery 
lake, shining like a mirror from its dark frame-work, reflects 
on its calm bosom, hamlets, churches, and cottages, smiling 
in neat array along its shores; the wild rocks echo to the 
tinkling bells of herds and flocks; and the $abbat& chimes 
ring out, with each return of the holy day, to summon the 
shepherd from the mountain, and the woodman from the 
forest. 

But it is not alone to rustic occupations that the inha¬ 
bitants of this interesting valley are devoted. They ore* 
remarkable for their ingenuity iii numerous mechanic arts; 
anil watch-making, in pa^aeular, is carried on amongst 
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them with great success. The fruits of their labours are 
sent to Geneva, to be inclosed in costly exteriors*and from 
thence forwarded to various parts of Europe; and many 
an elegant time-piece, with its loves and graces, and 
dancing hours, or musical box, encased in gold and jewels, 
admitted to adorn the gay saloon of London or Paris, has 
owed its original construction to the rough hands of the 
peasant of the Jura ; - 

On approaching the valley from the interior of the 
Canton, many miles of dreary solitude must be traversed. 
Dark woods of pine, huge masses of rock, or wide tracts of 
mountain pasture, afford no other traces of man than the 
occasional glimpse of some lowly Chalet,* its weather- 
stained sides told rugged roof, scarcely distinguishable 
from the dusky objects which surround it. After a constant 
ascent of considerable length, the road begins to wind 
down a steep defile; and a sudden turn presents to the 
view, the valley at its full extent, lying stretched at the 
feet of the traveller; the lake, like a gheet of*silver, filling 
up almost the whole of the long narrow hollow; the village 
of Le Pont sweeping round the curve of one end, ayd that 
of L’ Abbaye, (so called from an old monastic establish¬ 
ment which fcrmerly occupied its site,) discovered more in 
the distance. 

The'Lae de Joux is but little resorted to by the English 
tourist, yet there is in' its vicinity much to interest the 
lovers of nature. The Dent de Yaulion, one of the highest 

■ * * Chalet, the summer cotlacV of the Swiss herdsman. 
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Summits ^f the Jura, forms tire most striking feature of the 
landscape. It rises on the lake side almost perpendicularly, 
a shelf of bare and inaccessible rock; but in another 
direction, extends into woods and pastures, anif may be 
ascended witlr facility, in the little vehicles of the country. 
Nothing can exceed the brightness of its mountain verdure, 
the silvan gloom of its distant forests, and tire beautiful 
grouping of the tufts of larch and bircVtrees which feather 
its sides: clfear springs come gushing through its glades; 
goats and cattle browse its fresh pasture, shaking their 1 
bells at every ^Jep, and so familiarized with man, that they 
will even corile up to be cares&d % tire stranger. Several 
Chalets are passed in the asceut, wher% the herdsmen 
readily afford repose and refreshment; and the traveller 
may, if he desires, be initiated into the mysteries of the 
pastoral science, the making of curds and cheese, to which 
these good people devote themselves daring the summer. 
The view from the summit te of surprising extent and 
magnificence, commanding the whole oT the Pays de Vaud, 
great^rart of the plains of Burgundy, distant chains of 
Alps, and lakes without number. 

At a short distance from the village Pont, are a 
series of singular cavities, (called by the inhabitants, Its 
Entonnoirs,) partly the work of nature, and partly of art; 
where the waters of the valley (jnd a subterraneous vent, 
and after disappearing for the space of half a league, return 
to light in the source of the Qrbc, gushing from between a 
lofty wall of rocks, tnd then gliding awsty at once, a full- 
grown river, ovei a lied green mosses and variegated 
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pebbles, to which the liquid crystal gives a thousand 
beauties. This spot has been compared to the consecrated 
fountain of Vaucluse ; and there are not wanting those 
who asseft, that even Petrarch himself couhl^scarcely have 
denied to the 

“ chiRre, fresche e dole! acque” 
of Valorhe, still more qminent claims to immortality than 
those of Avignon. 

Not very far from this beautiful source, is situated the 
’Cirotte aux Fees, a romantic cavern in the side of the steep 
rocks overhanging the river. Its entrance ferms a spacious 
archway, embowered amongst the shadowing branches of 
anciept beech and pines. Many a wild tale is told of this 
grotto, and the adventures to which it owes its name; but 
it is chiefly interesting as the scene of an annual festival, 
when the inhabitants of the neighbouring village assemble 
to dance within its ample porfleo, after a trial of skill at 
shooting with the cross-bofr. The prize bestowed at these 
meetings is a spinning-wheel, which is presented by the 
victor to the most virtuous maiden of the community 

But we are wandering away from our own little valley, 
to wliiclf let u^retum, as to a scene less rich indeed in 
loveliness, but not less fraught with interest; for though 
Its rocks be barren, and its climate cold, and its sqil 
' unfavourable to the vine»and the fruit-tree, it has charms 
of its own in that placid lake, those quiet green shores, 
and happy homesteads; ami more than all, in the primitive 
virtues which flourish within ib bosom. 

*“ Annette, Annette, make h^tc! and Jeanneton, don't 
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keep us waiting all day!” cried some little voices from 
behind a giftden hedge, close by the side of the lake. A 
wicket gate stood invitingly open,—I was tempted to peep 
in; and instead of being punished for my curiosity was 
rewarded by the sight of one of the prettiest pictures I ever 
looked upon. At the farthest end of the garden was a 
grass-plat, terminated by an arbour of rustic trellis, which 
five or six little bloopiing girls were busily decorating with 
garlands of flofvers, ribbons, and red berries. Down one 
of the walks, two of their lesser companions were slowly 
making their way, tugging along huge branches of larch 
and mountain-gsli, and with thgir little aprons filled with 
stocks and marigolds; for it appeared that the garden 
had already been rifled of all its growing treasures for the 
adornment of the Bosquet, whose original clothing had 
been but a scanty drapery of honeysuckle and sweet-brier. 
On the grass-plat was sprgad a table, the upper end of 
which reached into the arbour,.with benches round the 
other sides; and beside it, sat upon the ground, a little 
rosy girl of five or six years old, guarding with dignified 
importance a small wicker cage, from whence, ^through 
thick festoons of embowering chickweed, issued, ever and 
anon, the fairy notes of a piping bullfinch. 

By going to tire assistance of the distressed damsels in 
the walk, and bearing their ponderous boughs in triumph 
to the arbour, I speedily ingratiated myself into the favour, 
of the whole company, and they soon became very eom-« 
municative in their answers to my inquiries #s to the object 
of all this joyous Dreoaratio/. “*It is the name’s-dav of 
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our good Pastor,” said the eldest of the group, “ and we 
are going to give him a fete, and he is to sit upon this 
bench, under the arch which we have just finished and 
she panted to the front of the arbour, round which, on a 
ground-work of dark-coloured moss, they'had ingeniously 
contrived to form, in letters of yellow everlasting, the in¬ 
scription —A notre bon Pasteur. 

“ And I am giving to give him my bullfinch, which can 
pipe more than half of Les Armaillos,” 11 ! said the little 
Caton:—“ And Francois and Pierre are gone to the 
Dent dc Vaulion, to gather strawberries, and to bring 

fresh curds and cream,.” cried another;—“And father 

r 

is bringing cherries, and cakes, and good things of all 
sorts from Val Orbe; and we are to have music and 4 
dancing:”—“ And, better than all,” vociferated a third, 

“ they are going to give him a gold watch, such a 
beautiful”- 

“Hush, hush!” cri^d Marie, the tallest and gravest, 

“ not a word of the watch ; yon know that is to be a 
secret. Oh ! I hope the gentleman won’t say any thing 
beforehand about the watch.” 

I promised inviolable secrecy, and proceeded to make 
inquiries about this beloved Pastor, whom all seemed so 
delighted to honour. More eloquently than ever did my 
new friends now launch forth in his praises.—“ Oh ! he 
is so good, so very good,” cried little Caton. “ Last 


* Tile Ranz des VacliV^ of tile Pays de Vaud. 
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winter, when I was ill with a fever, and mother thought I 
should hare died, he would come twice a*day up the * 
mountain through the snow, and bring me things to make 
me better, and’ tell mother not to cry, and talk*to me 
about heaven,"till 1 thought I should not be sorry to die, 
to go to such a happy place.” 

“ And he teaches us our catechism, and our prayers, 
and all the good tilings we know,” &id Marie; “and 
preaches us sack fine sermons, and explains the Bible sp 
that even little Caton may understand it. And when 
people are sick,^ or too weak and old to go to church, he 
will go and r£ad and pray by* their bedsides for hours 
together. And mother says, this is not like the same 
place since he came amongst us; for that we used all to 
be such wild, naughty children, we could never be taught 
to say our prayers, or to learn the ten commandments, 
and now we are never so*happy as when we go to the 
Presbytere ojj Wednesday* and* Saturday evening, and 
between churches on Sunday.” 

“ lias your good minister been here for many years?” 
asked £* “ No, Sir, not a great many,” answered Marie ; 

“ but oh! I hope he will stay with us fo%a very, very 
long time:—but see ! here comes father,”—and aw ay ran 
the whole party toward the cottage door, which opened 
at the other end of the garden, from»which issued a sturdy- 
looking peasant, with a loaded pannier at his back, fol¬ 
lowed by his comely helpmutg, They at first looked at* 
me with some surprise; but soon discovering the sociable 
terms on which I seemed to ^iave established myself witli 
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tiie young ones, they bade me heartily welcome, and in¬ 
vited me to. stay and partake of the evening^ festivities, 
which they said would commence at six o’clock. I thought, 
howevlV, the presence of a stranger might be some inter- » 
ruption to the business of preparation anfl remembering, 
moreover, the portentous warnings of mine hostess at Le 
Pont, of the ills that would betide me if I were not 
punctual in returning to my dinner at three, I preferred 
taking my leave for the present, thankfully*accepting the 
privilege offered me for the evening. Vain, alas! were 
my intentions of punctuality—the village clock struck four 
as 1 made my sortip frGm the garden, snd 1 had more 
than a league to walk, ere I could hope to “take mine 
ease in mine inn;” on finally reaching which, the pre¬ 
siding Amazon met me (to reverse the usual reading) with 
a countenance “ more in qiigcr than in sorrow and 
sternly ushered me into what she dignified with the title 
of the Salle-H-manger. 

My ideas were too much occupied with the scene I had 
left, and was going to revisit, to allow me to pay great 
attention to her or her wrath. In conscious delinquency 
I silently swallowed the organic remains of a dish of trout, 
of whose premature decomposition 1 knew my IrUancy had 
been ( the cause; nor did I even venture to suggest, that 
the delay of one little hour could not have added much to 
the admirable antiquity of the doughty chanticleer which 
'constituted the Kdti ; or of the venerable parallelograrifs 
of aniseed-cake, with the accompanying modicum of 
thcese, full of holes and occurs, that followed under the 
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name of dessert;—that “eternal pair,” which, with all 
the pertinacity of “ Di tanti palpiti” and the “ Hunter’s 
Chorus,” pursue the way-worn traveller from one end of 
Switzerland to the other. Dinner will in due^time be 
demolished, i>e it tough or tender; and a little before the 
hour appointed by my friends of the morning, I was re¬ 
tracing my steps toward L’ Abbaye. 

It was a lovely July evening :*tl^ lake shone like a 
mirror,—bright rays of sunlight streamed through the dark 
pines, and steeped in rich gold the mountain verdure. 

As I wound along the water-side, my ears were greeted 
by sweet str^ifis of music ; apd on drawing nearer to the 
village, I saw that the shore was crowded with gay groups 
of peasants, all in their holiday attire. A*band of native 
musicians were playing the Ranz des Vaches, and a joyous 
chorus of young voices swelled the strain of this 
“ Old song, the precious music of the heart.’* 

I soon found myself qjice moie within the precincts of 
the garden* which jvas now so crowded, that I had some 
difficulty in making my way toward the arbour. The good 
Paster was seated beneath his arch of triumph, surrounded 
by twelve of his oldest parishioners ; and the table before 
them was amply spread with all the luAiries my little 
friends had so much vaunted. I was quickly recognized, 
and duly presented to the hero oT the feast, who Teceived 
me with infinite courtesy, and insisted on my sharing the 
honours of his rural Dais. I pleaded my unworthinqgg 
in vain, # and was finally constrained to accept of this un¬ 
merited distinction. Nothing ccfuld be more pleasing tljan 

.N 2 
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the manners and appearance of the Pastor. 1 had ex¬ 
pected to find him old and venerable; but, fof die sake 
of his little flock, I was rejoiced to see him a man stilt 
in the prijnc of life, whose healthy and happy countenance 
gave hopes that his useful labours might be r pursued for a 
long course of years. With smiles of benevolence he 
received the warm greetings of his rustic friends, as from 
time to time they approached him ;—the old hobbling up 
to invoke blessings on his head,—the young presenting 
their little offerings of fruits and flowers,—sturdy fathers 
shaking him heartily, yet respectfully, by the hand,—and 
happy mothers bringing thgir infants to ldbjj at the good 
minister who had already consecrated them in their inno¬ 
cence, and would in time instruct them in their responsi¬ 
bility :—all seemed, in short, to look upon him as the 
centre of every thing most sacred and dear to them—as 
the dispenser of their best comforts for the present, and 
their holiest hopes for the future. 

The little Caton played a very busy^iart in this pleasing 
drama. Her offering, it appeared, had long ago boen 
made and accepted ; for Bully and his bowery cagejmng 
up in triumph within the honoured precincts of the very 
arbour itself; und he occasionally contrived to make him¬ 
self heard, through the pauses of the music on the shore, 
which how played lively funes to groups of happy dancers, 
footing it blithely, if not lightly, on the smooth greensward 
that reached down to the water. When the gouter was 
finished, and just as Monsibur J. was proposing, to me a 
strpll amongst these mefry graupes, the most aged man 
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of the company came forward, and after a short address, 
homely, indeed, in expression, but replete with the true 
eloquence of the heart, presented to the Pastor, in tho 
name of his little community, a beautiful gold watch, in 
the construction of which, he assured him, that the father 
of every family in his parish had had some share. They 
had no better way, he added, of showing their gratitude 
to him, whose every hour was employed in their service. 

The good Mons. J., surprised and delighted, seemed 
almost at a loss how to acknowledge the precious gift. 
He was still more overcome, when the old man suddenly 
touched a sprirg, and the watch struck up the well-known 
air, “ Ou peut-on etre mieux qu'ad sein de sa famille!”* 

Tears stood in the eyes of the amiabie*Pastor, at this 
new proof of the devotion of his flock. ** Dear friends 
and dear children,” cried he, “ you have here enshrined 
the sentiment which has possessed my heart ever since I 
have dwelt amongst you,_ and which, from tins day, will 
be cherishedVith redoubled fervour. Never will X forsake 
you—never can I forget your affection. 1 pray God to 
continue his blessing on my humble labours, that, through 
his grace, I may walk amongst you whilst living, repose 


* 11 Where can one be happier than in the bosom *f one's* 
family 1** This beautiful air, which Really was employed in the’ 
manner here recorded, is associated with another anecdote yf 
a very different nature. It is said to have been the favourite of 
Napoleon ; and in the midst of Jhe horrors of the Russian 
treat, the soldiers had it continually played tp him, as the only 
reproach in which they dared »o indulge. 
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beside you when dead, aud recognize the same dear 
family in heaven!" 


Years have passed since this happy evenigg; long and 
far have been my wanderings, and no tidings have ever 
more reached me from the little valley of the Jura: yet 
my heart often turns ta the interesting scene, and would 
fain hope, that happiness and peace are still presiding over 
that innocent flock, and the good Pastor of the Lac de 
Joux. 



HYMN. 


BY JOHN JJOwTviNO, 


Tiif. everlasting streams which flow 
In Kden’s garden, by whose side 
Immortal trees ant} flow'rets grow—< 

A*e from that mighty found supplied. 
Which to our lowlier earth has given 
Streams pure and fresh"as those of heaven. 

The music whose enchanting strain® 

Are waked by angels—first was taught 
By Him who to our groves and plains 
The melodies of nature brought; 

And those, like these, commingling blend. 
And to His li&llowerf seat ascent}. 



THE MOTHER TRIED. 


That God who gave immortal breath 
To million cherubs near his face. 
Is He who disciplines by death 
JlanVhere probationary race; 
And sends delight, or sends distress. 
Alike to benefit and bless. 


THE MOTHER TRIED. 

“ Oh ! blessed be my baby boy V' 

Thus spoke a mother to her child— 

And kissed him with excess of joy, 

Theh looked upon his face and smiled. 

Then, as the mother breathed his name,— 
The fervent prayer was scarcely said,— 

Convulsions shook his infant frame,— 
The mother’s only babe was dead! 

But still her faith in Him she kept— 

In Him who turned to grief her joy; 

And still she murmured, as she wept, 

" Oh 1 blessed is my baby boy!” 



HYMN OF THE ARCHANGELS. 


[Froqji the Prologue to Ciotfie’s Faust.] 


RAPHAEL. 

The suit pours forth his^emulous song, 

’Mid kindred spheres, witli ancient force. 
And his prescribed path along. 

With thunder-pace pursues his course. 

IIis look with strength doth angels fill. 
Though him to fathom none have power; 
The sumless lofty works are still 
As*grand as in creation’s hour. 


And swift, and past conceiving swift^ 

The earth revolves, in beauty dight; 

The bloom of Paradise doth shift 

And change with deep and chilling night. 
O’er beds of rock, deep-set and strong. 

The sea foams up in billows broad. 

And rocks and sea are whirled along 
The sphere’s eternal rapid road. 
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Michael. 

And vying storms roar out amain, 
iTom sea to land, from land to sea; 

And wildly raging, form a chain 
Around, of deepest energy. 

There flames the lightning’s wasting fire. 

Before the thtfnderbolt’s dread way" 

Yet, Lord, thy messengers admire 
The gentle progress of thy day. 

. A~l. 

Thy look with strength doth angels fill, 

Though thee to fathom none have power; 

And all thy lofty works are still 
As grand as in creation’s hour. 

S. K, 



THE CHALK ; PIT. 

A true Story. 

BY MISS M*TF()Itn. 

One of the most admirable persons whom I have ever 
known, is my friend Mrs. Mansfield, the wife of the good 
Vicar of Aberleigh. She k is a delicately formed woman 
of forty, or thereabout; but pretty, and of a style of 
prettiness so youthful, that it is necsssary to see two 
daughters, each half a head taller than her mama, before 
we <%-n make up our minds to believe that that mama is 
turned of thirty. A soft, fair complexion, ^nd a profusion 
of beautiful light brown hair, which, althoi%h very deco¬ 
rously thrust under a little lace cap r has a trick of escaping 
from confinement, won’t be hidden, will come firth* may. 
partly conduce to this mistake; but the chief cause is 
undoubtedly a habit of blushing, arising from a touch of. 
shyness and bashfulness seldom seen at Jhat time of life. 
It becomes her extremely, especially when she lets you 
o 
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discover her great variety of acquirement, her conversa¬ 
tional power, her information, and her taste. In the 
Bible, and the best theological writers, of all persuasions, 
she may be called learned ; and no better illustration 
-could be given of the practical influence ol such studies, 
than her pious, benevolent, and useful life. 

Her daughters are just what might be expected from 
young women trained under such a mother. Of Clara, 
thb youngest, I have spoken elsewhere. Ellen, the elder 
sister, is as delightful a piece of sunshine and gaiety as 
ever gladdened a country home. One never thinks whe¬ 
ther she be pretty, there is.sueh a play df feature, such a 
light in her Hark eye, such an alternation of blush and 
smile on her animated countenance; for Ellen has her 
mother’s trick of blushing, although her “ eloquent blood” 
speaks through the medium of a richer and browner skin. 
One forgets to make up one’s mind as to her prettiness; 
but it is quite certain that she u charming. 

She has, in tha very highest degree, those invaluable 
every-day spirits whieli require no artificial stimuli', no 
public amusements, no company, no flattery, no praise. 
Her sprightliress is altogether domestic. Her own dear 
family, and a feW dear friends, are all the listeners she 
, ever thinks of. No one doubts but Ellen might be a wit., 
‘if she would : she is saved from that dangerous distinction 
as much by natural modesty as by a kind atid constant 
consideration for the feelings of others. 1 have often 
seen a repartee flashing and laughing in her bright eyes, 
but seldom, veiy seldom, heard it escape her lips ; never 
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unless quite equally matched, and challenged to such a 
bout of bated foils” by some admirer of her playful 
conversation. They who have themselves that splendid 
but delusive talent, can best estimate the meriWlf such 
forbearance. ‘Governed as it is in her, it makes the delight 
of the house, and supplies perpetual amusement to herself 
and to all about her. 

Another of hen delightful and delighting amusements, 
is her remarkable skill in drawing flowers. 1 have never 
seen any portraits so exactly resembling the originals, as 
her carnations ^and geraniums. If they could see them¬ 
selves in her paintings, they migh^ think that it was their 
own pretty selves in their looking-glass, the water. One 
reason for this wonderful verisimilitude is, that our fair 
artist never flatters the flowers that sit to her; never puts 
leaves that ought to be there, but. are not there; never 
makes them hold up tliei* heads unseasonably, or places 
them in an # attitude, or fbrces#them into a groupe. Just 
as they are, she soft them down ; and if she does make 
any slight deviation from her models, she is so well ac¬ 
quainted with their persons anti habits, that all is in 
keeping; you feel that so the plant might ha^e looked. 
By the way, I do not know any accomplishment that I 
would more earnestly recommend to my young friends^ 
than this of flower-painting. 11 is a most quiet, uiipre J 
tending, Wbmanly employment; a great amusement within 
doors, and a constant pleasure without. The enjoyment 
of a country walk is much enhanced when the cheequered 
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ffitillary or the tinted wood anemore are to be sought, and 
found, and gathered, and made our own; anS the dear 
domestic spots, haunted by 

“ retired leisure, 

Who in trim gardens takes his pleasure,” 
are doubly gardens when the dahlias and china asters, 
after flourishing there for their little day, are to re-blossom 
On paper. Then ft supplies such pretty keepsakes, the 
uncostly remembrances which are so pleasant to give and 
to take; and, above all, it fosters and sharpens the habit 
of observation and the love of truth. Hoy much of what 
is excellent in art, ia literature, in conversation, and in 
conduct, is .comprised in that little word ! 

Ellen had great delight in comparing our Sylvan Flora 
with the minute and fairy blossoms of the South Downs, 
where she had passed the greater part of her life. She 
could not but admit the superior luxuriance and variety of 
our woodland plants, and yet she had a goqfl deal to say 
in favour of the delicate, flowery carpet, which clothes the 
green hills of Sussex; and in fact was on that point of 
honour a little jealous—a little, a very little, the l&tt in 
the world, touchy. She loved her former abode, the 
abode of her childhood, with enthusiasm ; the DoWhs ; 
•the sqi, whose sound, as she said, seemed to follow her 
to her inland home, tj dwell within her as it docs in the 
folds of the sea-shell; and, above all, she loved her old 
“neighbours, high and low. < I do not know whether Mrs. 
M ansfield or heiMaughters returned oftenest to the ‘ * simple 
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annals of the'•Sussex poor.” It was a subject of which 
they never wearied ; and we, to whom they came, liked 
them the more for their clinging and lingering affection 
for those whom they left. We received it as a jffedge of 
what they would feel for us when we became better ac¬ 
quainted,—a pledge which has been amply redeemed. I 
flatter myself that Aberleigh now almost rivals their dear 
old parish; only *that Clara, who lilts been here three 
years, and is*now eighteen, says very gravely, that ‘ ‘ people 
as they grow old, cannot be expected to form the very 
strong local attachments which they did when they were 
young.” I wonder how old Giara # will think herself when 
she comes to be eight and twenty 1 

Between Ellen’s stories dnd her mother’s there is 
usually a characteristic difference; those of the one being 
merry, those of the other grave. One occurrence, how¬ 
ever, was equally impressed on the mind of either. I 
shall try to # tell it as shortly and simply as it was told to 
me ; but it will want the charm of Mrs* j\l airfield's touch¬ 
ing voice, and of Ellen’s glistening eyes. 

Tftward the bottom of one of the green hills of the 
Parish of Lanton, was a large desertedi Ch^lk-pit; a 
solemn and ghastly-looking place, blackened in one part 
by an old lime-kiln, whose ruinous fragments still re-, 
mained, and in others mossy and weather-stained, and 
tinted with every variety of colour—green, yellow, and 

brown. The excavation extended far within the sides of 

• 

the hill, anti the edges were fringed by briar and bramble 
and ivy, contrasting strongly with the smooth, level v<w> 
o 2 
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<!ure of the turf above, whilst plants of a Tanker growth, 
nettles, docks, and fumatory, sprang up beneath, adding 
to the wildness and desolation of the scene. The road 
that leh by the pit was little frequented. The place had 
an evil name; none cared to pass it even *n the glare of 
the noon-day sun; and the villagers would rather go a 
mile about, than catch a glimpse of it when the pale 
moonlight brought into full relief those cavernous white 
walls, and the dark briars and ivy waved fitfully in the 
night wind. It was a vague and shuddering feeling. 
None knew why he feared, or what; but the awe and 
the avoidance were general, and the owls- and the bats 
remained in. undisturbed possession of Laaton Chalk-pit. 

One October day, the lively work of ploughing, and 
wheat-sowing, and harrowing, was going on all at once 
in a great field just beyond the dreaded spot: a pretty and 
an interesting scene, especially on sloping ground, and 
under a gleaming sun throwing an ever-shjfting play of 
light and shadow over the landscape. Toward noon, 
however, the clouds began to gather, and one of the tre¬ 
mendous pelting showers, peculiar to the coast, Tame 
suddenly.on. .Seedsmen, ploughmen, and carters, has¬ 
tened home with their teams, leaving the boys to follow ; 
.and they, five in number, set out at their fullest speed. 
The storm increased apace; and it was evident that their 
thin jackets aad old smock-frocks would be (trenched 
through and through long before they could reach Lanton 
Great Farm. 

• Jn this dilemma, James Goddard, a stout lad of fifteen, 
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the biggest and boldest of the party, proposed to take 
shelter in the Chalk-pit. Boys are naturally thoughtless 
and fearless; the real inconvenience was more than enough 
to counterbalance the imaginary danger, and they^ll will¬ 
ingly adopter? the plan, except one timid child of eight 
years old, who shrank and hung back. 

Harry Lee was a widow's son. His father, a fisherman, 
had perished at sea, a few months sifter the birth of this 
only child ; •and his mother, a fond and delicate woman, 
had reared him delicately and fondly, beyond her apparent 
means. Night and day had she laboured for her poor 
Hany; and ‘nothing but a long jllness and the known 
kindness of the fanner in whose service Jte was placed, 
had induced her to part with him at so early an age. 

Harry was, indeed, a sweet and gracious boy, noticed 
by every stranger for his gentleness and beauty. He had 
a fair, blooming, open eountenance; large, mild, blue 
eyes, widely seemed to ask kindness in every glance; and 
a quantity of shining, light hair, curling in ringlets round 
his neck. He was the best reader in Mrs. Mansfield’s 
Suriftay-School; ami only the day before, Miss Clara had 
given him a dinner to carry homo to his m»thc*r,.in reward 

his proficiency: indeed, although they tried to conceal 
it, Harry was the decided favourite of both five young 
ladies. James Goddard, under whom he Worked, and Ui 
whose «&re he had been tearfully committed by the widow 
Lee, was equally fond of»him, in a rougher way ; and in 
the present instance, seeing the delicate Jtoy shivering l>o- 
tween cold anti fear at the outside of the pit, (for Ifco 
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same constitutional timidity which prevented his^entering, 
hindered him from going home by himself,) he caught him 
up in his arms, brought him in, and deposited him in the 
snugged? recess, on a heap of dry chalk. “ Well, Harry, 
is not this better than standing in the wet V’ said he, 
kindly, sitting down by his protegfi, and sharing with him 
a huge luncheon of bread and cheese; and the poor child 
smiled in his face,'thanked him, and'kissed him as he 
had been used to kiss his mother. 

Half an hour wore away in boyish talk, and still the 
storm continued. At last James Goddard thought that 
he heard a strange and unaccustomed sound, fts of bursting 
or cracking—an awful and indescribable sound—low, and 
yet distinctly audible, although the wind and rain were 
raging, and the boys loud in mirth and laughter. He 
seemed to feel the sound, as he said afterwards ; and was 
just about to question his companions if they too heard 
that unearthly noise, when a horseman pass^l along the 
road, making signS to them and shouting. His words 
were drowned in the tempest; James rushed out to in¬ 
quire his meaning; and in that moment the side of the 
Chalk-pit, fell «n ! He heard a crash and a scream—the 
death scream 1—felt his hack grazed by the descending 
mass; and, turning round, saw the hill rent, as by an 
Earthquake, and the excavation which had sheltered them 
fiHed, piled, heaped up, by the still quivering aniTgiganlie 
fragments—no vestige left to teH where it was, or where 
his wretched companions lay buried ! 

Hairy 1 Harry 1 the child ! the child!” was his first 
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thought and his first exclamation. “ Help! instant help!" 
was the next; and, assisted by the stranger horseman, 
whose speed had been stayed by the awful catastrophe, 
the village of Lanton was quickly alarmed, and &§ inha¬ 
bitants assembled on the spot. 

Who may describe that scene! Fathers, brothers, 
kinsmen, friends, digging literally for life! Every nerve 
quivering with exertion, and yet alh exertion felt to be 
unavailing. • Mothers and sisters looking on in agony; 
and the poor widow Leo, and poor, poor James Goddard, 
the self-accuser! A thousand and a thousand times did 
he crave pardon of that distracted another, for the peril— 

the death of her son; for James felt that there could be 

• • 

no hope for the helpless child, and teats such as no per¬ 
sonal calamity could have drawn from the strong-hearted 
lad, fell fast for his fate. 

Hour after hour the men of Lanton laboured, and all 
was in vai% The mass Veined impenetrable, inexhaus¬ 
tible. Toward suflset one boy appeared, crushed and 
dead; another, who showed some slight signs of life, and 
who still lives, a cripple ; a third dead; and then, last of 
all, Hariy Lee. Alas! only by his raiment pould that 
fond mother know her child! Ilis death must have been 
instantaneous. She did not linger long. The three boys 
were interred together in Lantoiqchurch-yard on the suc¬ 
ceeding'Sabbath ; and More the end of the year, the 
widow Lee was laid by her son. 
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BY BERNARD BARTON. 


As I walked by myself, I talked to myself. 
And myself replied to me ; « 

And the questions myself then put to myself. 
With their answers, 1 give to tliee. 
l’ut them home to thyself, and if unto thyself 
Their responses the same should l>c, 

O look well to thyself, and beware of thyself. 
Or so much the worse for thee. 


What arc 'Riches? Hoarded treasures ' 
May, indeed, thy coffers iill; 

Yet, like earth’s most fleeting pleasuics. 
Leave thee poor and heartless still. 



A colloquy with myself. 


What are Pleasures ? When afforded, 
\lut by gauds which pass away) 

Head their fate in lines recorded 
On the sea-sands yesterday. 

What is Fashion 1 Ask of Folly, 

She her worth can best express. 

What is moping Melancholy 
Ciu and learn of Idleness. 

What is Truth? Too stern a preacher 
Foetfie prosperous awl tlye gay ; 

Hut a safe and wholesome teacher 
In adversity’s dark day. 

What is’Friendship? If well founded, 
hike some beacqn’s heavenward glow 

If on false pretensions grounded, 

Lite the treach’rous sands below. 

What is Love ? If earthly only. 

Like a meteor of the night; 

Shining hut to leave more lonely 

Hearts that hailed its transient light: 

» 

But, when calm, refined, and tender, 
Purified from passion’s stain. 

Like the moon, in gentle splendoyr. 
Ruling o’er the peaceful main. 
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' What are Hopes, but gleams of brightness. 
Glancing darkest clouds between 1 
Or foam-crested waves, whose whiteness 
Gladdens ocean’s darksome green. 

What are Fears 1 Grim phantoms, throwing 
Shadows o’er the pilgrim’s way, 
livery moment 'darker growing, , 

If we yield unto their sway. 

What is Mirth 1 A flash of lightning. 
Followed but by deeper gloom.— 

Patience 1 More than sunshine bright’ning 

• ** 

Sorrow’s path, and labour’s doom. 

\Y hat is Time 1 A river flowing 
To Eternity’s vast sea 
Forward, whither are going. 

On its besom bearing thee. • 

What is Life 1 A bubble floating 
On that silent, rapid stream ; 

Few, too few its progress noting. 

Till it bursts, and ends the dream. 

What is Death, asunder rending 
Every tie we love so well ? 

But the ggite to life un-ending, 

Joy in heaven ! or woo in hell! 
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C^i these truths, by repetition, 

Lose their magnitude or weight 1 
Estimate thy own condition, 

Ere^thou pass that fearful gate. 

Hast thou heard them oft repeated ? 

Much may still he left to do: 

Tie not by 'profession cheated; 

Life —as if thou knew’st them true! 


A s I walked by myself, 1 talked to myself. 
And myself replied to me ; 

And the questions myself then put to myself. 
With their answers, I’ve given to thee. 

I’ut them home to thyself, and if unto thyself 
Their responses the,same should be, 

O look well to thyself, an J*beware of thyself, 
Or so much the worse for thee. 



THE HOUSE ON THE MOORS. 


A TALE. 


liYWlt??. IIOFLAND. 


“A wounded spirit who can bear ?’* 


A year or two before the death of Lord John Murray, 
in 1787, he built a house on the borders of his YoikJiire 
estate, where it skirts the high moors of Derbyshire, in¬ 
tended to unke with the characteristic conveniences of a 
farm to which it was attached, that of a place of public 
.entertainment. The idea was a good one; for, as the 
house stood high and m a lonely place, it might serve as 
a beacon to the benighted traveller in that mountainous 
country, and could scarcely fail of being at times a wel¬ 
come resting-place to numerous petty farmers, condemned 
to carry their produce for many a wearisome mile, where 



THE HOUSE ON THE MOOI1S. 159 

human habitation never cheered their view, to the first 
populous t>wn which offered them a market. 

It will he evident that a house of this description was 
more likely to be beneficial to him who occasional)^ used 
it, than profitable to him who kept it; and although it 
was within a short distance of a manufacturing district, 
and in a manner surrounded by collieries, many circum¬ 
stances combined < to render it improvable that it should 
ever become Jhat bane of society, a popular public-house; 
and the respectable couple who were placed in it, were 
evidently of a description to forbid, rather than encourage, 
the visits of tljp*idle spendthrift and ^he dissolute tippler. 

The man was considered an excellent farmer, and the 
woman a good manager, of which evidence fras given in 
the appearance of all around them; since, notwithstanding 
the bleak situation and the stone fences, every thing looked 
in a thriving state, and within their dwelling there was an 
air of comfort and propriety, which denoted industry and 
taste. Every room possessed one attractive elegance, 
being decorated with choice plants ; for the landlord un¬ 
derstood gardening, and finding that the bleak winds from 
die high. moors forbade the cultivation of flowers in his 
garden, supplied this innocent gratificationoto himself and 
his wife, by choice myrtles and gay geraniums. I well 
remember him as a handsome man of three or four and* 
thirty, who was always soon at ehhrch, well dressed, with 
a sprig in his button-hole, accompanied by a little girl, 
who wore a gay bonnet, and a long dimity cloak, a,s white 
as snow, on whom lie often cast looks of tenderness and 
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pride. She was, indeed, a lovely child, his first-born and 
his darling. 

But the time came, when .the landlord of the “ Rising 
Sun’*ccased to occupy his seat at church, to saunter about 
his door when the hours of labour were overfand (what ex¬ 
cited still more attention in so industrious a man) to rise 
with the lark, and partake the toils of his plough-boy. 
He sat in silence »on' one seat, and when roused by the 
reiterated demands of his temporary guests, would start 
as from the reverie of the studious, or the slumbers of the 
lethargic. The chance passenger would naturally condemn 
the kray landlord, wliy saw in apparent stupor, as an in¬ 
ebriated sluggard; but the unhappy wife and the curious 
neighbour alike knew that he was at this time temperate 
to abstemiousness; that his manly form was wasted, his 
ruddy complexion changed to cadaverous paleness, because 
all appetite had forsaken him, and that his nights were 
subject to a restlessness which medicine could not quell, 
entreaty soothe, nor resolution contrdkl. 

Hay-time and harvest passed unnoticed by the once 
active farmer; and the wife, reduced almost to despair by 
tbe melaqcbolj’ supincncss of her husband, became unable 
to avert the ruin which hung threatening around her. 
Their guests forsook the house; their servants ruled, or 
deserted it; and the neighbours, moved to compassion, or 
cscited by curiosity, busied themselves with investigating 
the cause of a change so entire and so unaccountable. 
They recollected, that, although sober in his habits and 
orderly in his conduct, the landlord was wont to sing a 
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hunting song and tell a merry tale to the circle he liked ; 
but it was also certain that he was both proud and pas¬ 
sionate to others; that he had an aversion to coarseness 

St- 

of manners, which they held to be ridiculous in his Nation; 
and an objection to drunkenness, which, in a landlord, 
was absolutely unnatural: could these faults of temper so 
far operate as to render him melancholy, or, as they termed 
it, crazy ? 

The wife turned a deaf ear to such suggestions: to her 
he was always kind, and at a period of suffering she could 
remember ho faults. Driven from the idea that the evil 
arose from bodily disease, by th£ assurance of several 
medical men whom she bad consulted, she listened eagerly 
to the advice of those among her neighbours who had 
lately joined the Wesleyan Methodists, and more especi¬ 
ally to one gohd old man whom she had long respected 
for his piety. But, ala$ ! no suggestion, or exhortation, 
no example of sinners turned jrom the error of their way, 
of the conscience-stricken soul finding peace, and the 
mourner learning to rejoice, had any effect as offered by 
this humble teacher. The invalid heard all he said witli 
a patient but abstracted air, and in perfecj silence, and at 
length arose, saying, “ You are a good nfhn, and I thank 
you sincerely ; but you are not the man to help me 

“ I must get a clergyman, a really learned mrfh,” sajd 
the wife, not without recollecting certain stories of witph 
craft, as told by her grandmother in her days of childhood, 
which resembled this extraordinary case. 

A gentleman for whom her husband had always sh^wn 
r 2 
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much respect, gladly obeyed her summons. He was an 
elderly man of benign countenance and kind' manners, 
and, in the soothing gentleness of his address, for a few 
momouts the imperturbility of countenance assumed by 
the invalid gave way ; tears came into his eyes, his heart 
throbbed with agitation; but when he spoke, it was only 
to say, as before, “ Sir, you are very good; but, dear 
heart! you are not {.he person who can help me" 

It was in vain to inquire who that person was; for 
determined silence now sat on his lips, and, with the 
exception of the words “ I wish,” which seemed to burst 
from him involuntarily,', an<| to be checked the moment he 
heard them, many weeks succeeded in which he never 
spoke. Yet" even then his countenance showed that his 
mind was perpetually employed: there was an inward 
muttering, as of thoughts too terrible to'be uttered, and 
an apparent intenseness of meditation on some awful 
subject, distinct from religion, since it evidently admitted 
of no consolation, .and could be blended with no other 
object. 

In the autumn he began frequently to leave his. t.vn 
house, and go out to walk alone, more especially during 
tempestuous nights, to which he seemed to listen with a 
kind of desperate pleasure. Never did his feet turn toward 
tljat path which led to fhe habitation of man; but with 
quick strides he hastened to lose all traces of his fellow- 
creatures, on those wild heaths and rocky glens, where his 
strange gestures, 01 his incoherent soliloquies, were ne¬ 
cessarily unnoticed. Ofteli would his wretched wife follow 
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him at a distance, alike moved by fear of the'danger he 
might encounter, or that which he might intend against 
himself; and as often would she return in the utmost 
eagerness to elude discovery, since he forbade her interfe¬ 
rence in tenSs of terror. He would come hack before 
day-break, exhausted, but calm ; creep to his bed, and, if 
he believed her to be asleep, bend kindly over his wretched 
partner, and sometimes shed scaldiitg tears upon her face : 
often would,lie kneel, and then deep groans burst from 
his bosom, but no articulate words of prayer escaped him. 

At this period, the severe weather he encountered, and 
the long rambles he took, gqjte tje idea to many, that 
nothing less than the preternatural strength attributed to 
madness, could have sustained him ; amf it*was evident 
that the colds caught in her nocturnal guardianship had 
(together with Hhr anxieties) rained the excellent consti¬ 
tution of his wife, who vjas evidently in a consumption. 
This opinion gave way at th^ spring advanced, from its 
becoming certain that his strength also was completely 
exhausted, that his shrunk and withered form would not 
milBh longer sustain the conflict. 

Perhaps a sense of weakness rendered (jim at this time 
• as averse to being alone, as be had prdVioufdy disliked 
society ; even now lie preferred his own little daughter to 
any other person. To his diseased imagination* app.v 
rently disturbed by superstitious terrors, the child appeared 
a kind of guardian angel, whose protecting presence se¬ 
cured him from the evils of apprehension jind the appalling 
sense of a fearful solitude. The closing of a door in ha^o. 
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the creaking of the sign-post, and more especially the 
sound of wheels near the house, harrowed up lus soul, as 
if with fearful visions and terrible alarms. 

It Vas a pitiable but interesting spectacle, to see this 
man, in the very prime of his life, wasted to a shadow, 
and bending with the tremors of premature old age, walk 
out leaning on the shoulder of a child of seven years old. 
To this child early sorrow had given premature powers of 
thought, which were united with uncommon beauty, and 
that simplicity of manner incident to her situation. She 
watched every turn of her father's sunken eye, and never 
did it glance on a flower she did not gather,-or a plant on 
which little Mary could not make some observation. If 
a bee was heard to hum in the young blossoms, she would 
repeat her hymn of the “ little busy !>ee,” relate the story 
of every fable she remembered in her spillling-book, and 
woo him with a thousand endearments to ask her the' 
questions of the Catechism. At other times, she would 
lead him to his withered myrtles, and his broken gates, 
and playfully chide his neglect; then spring forward to 
show where the grass was most promising, and prophesy 
a fine hay-time. When every effort failed to rouse attention 
and elicit pleasure, she would throw her arms round his 
neck, kiss his pale forehead, and, as the tears Streamed 
down Iter rosy cheeks, exclaim, “ Have you not one word 
fqr poor little Mary 

Sundays were now especial days of sorrow for both 
Mary and her (jlstiesscd mother, who considered il her 
dylv to send her daughter to church, tibout a mile distant; 
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and the child grieved that neither parent could go' to the 
good plant, and ask Cod to comfort them. One sabbath 
morning in the beginning of May, the father was become 
so weak that he fainted whilst dressing, on which amount 
Mary remained at home to nurse and amuse him. During 
the time she sat with him, the often-repeated words, “ I 
wish,” again passed his lips, and the quick car of infancy, 
now excited by unusual anxiety, thought that in the mur¬ 
mured sounds which followed, he said, “ I wish—I were 
hanged!” and in great horror Mary cried out, “Oh! 
father, father! you are wicked—you frighten me.” 

• The wretqJiSd man hurst into tears, and wept abun¬ 
dantly, as one bowed down by new sorrow. Often did he 
clasp his hands, and apparently tiy to be* ap blessing on 
the head of the child who had innocently reproved and 
deeply wounde&him; but as olien did he interrupt him¬ 
self, as if scorning his own efforts; and finally he put her 
from his chair, and covered his face, as if afflicted with 
shame not Rss than ^sorrow. 

Mary was grieved to the heart to see him suffer thus; 
bufcsho conceived it her duty to relieve this burst of sorrow, 
as she had tried to do often before, by divert! ng his attention, 
and therefore went to the window to mate observations, 
■and said to her mother, who was entering the room, “ I 
see all the people who are coming from church: there is" 
a very pretty carriage, with two gbntlemeu in it, and they 
both look out of the window toward our house.” 

“It is the Hector of -*-and his Curate, who 
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have been doing duty at our church: lie was there last 
year at this time,” answered the mother, mechtnically. 

“ I remember him, and I lore him,” replied Mary, 
“ because he said, father did right not to give old Auak 
Osborne any'more liquor.” 

“ Don’t speak of poor old Anak, cliild,” said the 
mother; “ it is a twelvemonth this very morning since 1 
rose from my bod to see his dead body brought in. James 
Green is below, and has just reminded me of it.” 

“ James Green is a fool, a wretch, my worst enemy!” 
cried the sick man, with energy and strength that made 
his hearers start with astonishment; but ip another mo¬ 
ment ho sunk back in his great chair, shakingdn every 
limb. Cold diops of sweat hung on his brow; his strained 
eyes seemed gazing on vacancy with terror indescribable; 
his hands were clenched, and his lips .quivered with a 
convulsive motion, as if from pangs amounting to agony. 

The wife, believing him seized with death itself, dropped 
on her knees before him, and with inarticulate words and 
sighs that spoke the intensity of her grief and pity, tried 
to pray for his departing spirit; but in a few moment&shc 
found that he had taken hold of her clasped hands, and 
was drawing her toward him. 

“ Mary, my beloved Mary, the time is come! Thou 
‘ shalt Snow all. Send this moment for the Rector; yon 
know he is a justice of'the peace,— he only is the right 
sort of a minister for me. Oh ! scud for him instantly.” 
The wife, bewildered with- terror and distress, gazed on 
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him earnestly, in the persuasion that the madness of which 
her neighbours had so often hinted, had now really arrived; 
but she listened in vain for the ravings of delirium. ^AVith 
all tire little strength that remained to him, but in few 
words, the unhappy man continued to urge her to send 
lor the Rector, as constantly repeating, ‘ ‘ because he is a 
justice of the peace.” 

This was the very reason why the wife would have pre¬ 
ferred any oilier clergyman ; for she had, in common with 
many persons in her station, a kind of awe of the office, 
which induced*her to feel that she could not throw open 
the sorjyws of her long harassed Spirit to one so much 
above her. But the demand was imperiifcs.; nor could 
she look in the countenance of him so long dear to her, 
without being cijpscious that his requests were nearly at a 
olose. Mary was therefore despatched to the house of a 
neighbour, who was going to the afternoon service, and 
undertook tit bring his worship when that was over. 

The landlord continued silent for some lime. He then 1 
asl^gd for his dinner, which he ate, if not with appetite, 
yet with resolution, and then took a cup of hot elder wine, 
with the air of one who had a duty to Jrerfdrm which 
would require all the energy he could muster. In his 
better days, he had been remarkable for personal neat- 1 
ness ; but it was many months Isince the last vestige of 
this quality left him, to the especial grief of his good wife, 
who now heard him with surprise entreat her “ to make 
him look decent, by combing liis.hair, and putting him on 
a clean cravat.” That hair was now white as milk, and 



168 THE HOUSE ON THE MOOHS. 

the furrows of age marked the shrunken neck; jet, as no 
symptom of disease appeared beyond general weakness, 
and it was especially evident to all around him that he 
was free from pulmonary attention, something like hope 
sprung in the poor woman’s bosom, as she thus ministered 
to his wishes not less than his wants. “ If he could open 
his heart to the Rector, if he could get comfort for his 
soul, doubtless his' strength would return, he could yet 
redeem his affairs, and all would be well again; she 
should not be left with her children in sorrow and po¬ 
verty.” 

But her kind offices, though performed by hands now 
feeble by long* suffering, did not fill up the time, and a 
fearful restlessness, that threatened to ^dissipate the as¬ 
sumed strength of the hour, succeeded- Little Mary 
happily came back at this juncture; and for a few mo¬ 
ments the fond eyes of the father looked upon her with 
delight: the joy was of short duration; for when she 
•adverted to the time, and said, ‘‘a carriage was advan¬ 
cing,” he told her to go away in a tone so full of deep 
distress, and even horror, that the poor child was over¬ 
powered, and ■ hung round him as if incapable of obe¬ 
dience. 

“ Go away now Mary,” said the mother, leading her 

d> the door; “you shall come again when Mr. W- 

is’gone.” “No, no, no!” cried the father, “ she must 
come no more, she must never look on me again; so 
come back and kiss mu, child, once more, for the last, 
last time.” 
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At this moment the clergyman entered, and the poor 
child snatched a hasty embrace, and fled from the room. 
The father shook like a leaf, but by a strong effort so far 

conquered himself as to require the presence of Mr. S'-, 

who had accompanied the Hector. “ You are very weak, 
my friend,” said the latter, “ will it not injure you to have 
another stranger'?” 

“ No, sir; 1 ha^e something to ‘disclose, I must have 
two witnesses*,, and—and—my wife had better leave me.” 

“No, James, I had better stay; you will faint perhaps, 
and who can help you so well as I can ?” 

In anothef moment the auraty was seated in the 
room, round which his eye glanced mournfully, yet ap¬ 
provingly. It was, indeed, the chamber of sickness— 
perhaps of death. Those long united by the sweetest and 
holiest bonds of ^nortality were to be divided; the house 
was about to be bereft of its head, and probably doomed 
to the desolation of poverty, together with the sorrows of 
widowhood; yet, irr the fond anxiety and intense interest 
of the wife’s countenance, in the modest manners of the 
littfe weeping girl who had passed him on the stairs, the 
open Bible laid on the drawers, and the ai* of more than 
common neatness in all around, he wa* induced to con¬ 
clude, that as in days past the best affections of the heart 
had been here cultivated, so in thejpresent time of suffering 
the consolations of religion might also be experienced. 

He was called from this ha«ty survey, by the deep, 
sepulchral tone of one who looked as if he were even now 
an inhabitant of the tomb, yet spoke with a clearness ti 

Q 
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voice and strength of lungs which, in so fragile a being, 
seemed almost supernatural, and with a brevity and pre¬ 
cision seldom met with in a man of his station. 

“ You see before you, gentlemen, a man worn down 
to the brink of the gravo by affliction, by remorse. I am 
now going to do that which I ought to have done twelve 
months ago. Oh! that God may have mercy, and accept 
the only atonement I can offer!'—but 1 .must hasten. 

"You, sir,” (to the Hector,) “ remember poor Anak 
Osborne’s death, a year ago)” 

“ X remember it perfectly : he called at your house 
about midnight, and treing that he was already in liquor, 
you refused to give him more. He was found dead, I 
believe, near this place, in a manner often predicted from 
his had habits, poor creature: his waggon had gone over 
him, and crashed him to death.” 

“Yes, sir, found dead! Alas, but I must speak the 
truth— all the truth. Anak, although a sad drunkard, 
was a kind, good-natured man, at all other times; but 
when in liquor, was extremely abusive, and on the night 
in question he used such provoking language as to raise 
my anger to ihe utmost pitch ; so that my wife almost 
pushed him out of the door in kindness, for fear I should 
, be tempted to strike him. The house was full of people, 

who were returning from the market at S-, and she 

was in another moment called to attend them, and pro¬ 
bably never heard the shameful language he uttered against 
her; but unhappily 1 did, and, unseen by any person, I 
fallowed him out of the house, and in my rage seized his 
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own cancan’s whip (easily wrested out of hands like his), 
and giving him a violent blow with the Imtt end on his 
temple, he fell in a moment (as 1 believed) dead at my 
feet. 

“ The rage which had prompted me to this mad blow, 
instantly subsided, and horror and terror possessed me; 
but my mind was more alive to the dangers which sur¬ 
rounded me than*I can describe. "Another moment, and 
all would be discovered. I was so near the house, that 
T could hear voices and laughter, and from the light which 
streamed fromjthe windows, 1 beheld poor old Anak, my 
victim, at nfy feet. His weU-trajped horses were then 
obeying the direction he had given at the mijment I reached 
him, and were slowly winding round the angle which 
brought them into the turnpike read, and 1 saw in a mo¬ 
ment the possibility of escaping detection. Grasping the 
body, which at any oilier time 1 should have thought 
Iwyond ni£ strength, I carried it quite across that corner 

of ground leading \o W-, and* laid it on the spat 

where it was found. During that time no sound escaped 
th? lips, no breath issued from them ; yet 1 thought that 
at the moment I laid the body down in the rpad, which 
the waggon had now nearly reached, •there was a motion 
of the heart; yet I laid it down—ah ! then, then I was 
indeed a murderer!” 

The narrative was arrested; for the wife, who had long 
been gazing on ihe speaker with looks of incredulity and 
horror, at this instant dropped on the floor in a death-like 
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swoon, overpowered by the full and dreadful conviction 
which seized on her senses. Fond as ho had certainly 
been of her, yet this painful circumstance did not greatly 
affect the conscious murderer, whose mind was evidently 
strung up to one awful purpose, and when she had been 
conveyed to another chamber, he eagerly resumed his ter¬ 
rible narrative. 

“ How I got back to my own house I know not, for my 
limbs shook, my tongue cleaved to my mouthv and my hair 
stood stiff like wire. I slunk in the back way, and came 
up to this chamber, where, as soon as X was able, ] crept 
into bed. It was notvan uncommon tiling for me to do 
this, after I had been busy in my farm, and was much 
fatigued ; therefore when my wile missed me, she was nei¬ 
ther surprised nor sorry, and on coming to bed put out her 
light speedily, lest she should disturb me. She little thought 
I was not asleep, she little foresaw that I should never 
sleep again. 

* ‘ The horses of A nak at a late hour reached his master’s 
house without their driver. That master, his son, and 
servants, instantly set out to seek the poor wretch, whose 
fault they pro well knew; and just as the morning sun 
broke into that window, there was a loud knocking at my 
■door, and voices were heard demanding instant admittance. 
I jumped out of bed, ripened the window, crying vehe- 
niently, ‘ he shall not he brought in here.’ At this mo¬ 
ment it was impossible for me to see the body, for the 
window of the house, as you perceive, was betwixt me and 
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the door. Ah! why did not James Green, to whom J 
spoke, notice these words ? Why was I not apprehended, 
tried, condemned, and executed? Oh! it was cruel care¬ 
lessness to me. 

“ My poor wife slept soundly, for she had been much 
fatigued. I awoke her, and sent her down to the men. 
My heart, bitterly reproached me, for 1 knew she would 
be dreadfully shocked, for she was fbnj of the old carman ; 
but I felt th^t her presence there would be a protection to 
me, and that she would enforce my commands not to 
admit the dead body into the house. Half asleep, she 
heard but parity what I said ^ yet^ when roused by the 
dreadful fact, she acted upon it, called the servants, and led 
the party into the barn, where the inquest Tvas held. I 
pleaded illness, and did not leave my room some days ; nor 
was the plea a false one. Such were the sufferings of my 
mind, that a fever seized on my mime, and 1 fancied a 
fire was kindled in my heart which burnt incessantly until 
I knew the corpse was buried ; when J. became sensible of 
great relief, tried to recall my scattered thoughts, to see the 
importance of eluding suspicion, and the necessity of ap¬ 
pearing as usual. m 

Conversation still ran on Anak’s tjpath, and 1 beard 
mention made of the blow on his head with a cold shudder 
so severe as to arrest my speech, and make my kndfes smite 
each other ; but my situation was not observed, and another 
speaker doubted not but the blow was produced by his fall, 
and all agreed £ if was no! •wonderful that such a man 
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came to such an end.’ My wife at these moments never 
failed to vindicate him, and often to lament him even with 
tears, recalling tire time when he had given flowers and 
gingerbread to her children, and she would then rend my 
very heart, by devoutly thanking God that her ‘dearJames 
did not lift his hand against the poor soul on that fatal 
night.’ 

“As their conversdtion died away,,my alarm so far 
subsided that I got time to think t then it vyis 1 became 
miserable, with a misery of which I never could have 
formed any idea before. My safety pressed on my heart 
as a perpetual sin no^aftej reckoning could »expiate, and 
1 felt as if the mercy of God could never reach me unless 
I suffered the penalty of death due to my crime. Often, 
when I wandered out on tire wild moors, have I thrown 
myself on the ground to beseech tire Almighty to take my 
life; and when 1 have seen thejbrked lightning dance on 
the rocks, and heard the mutterings of distant thunder, 1 
have sprang forward to meet the storm, in the terrible hope 
that he would thus accept t.is victim. Often did I resolve 
to throw myself into the hands of justice, hut the sigh* of 
my wife always unmanned me, and at length I soothed 
myself a little by resolving to do it at the end of one year, 
if it were possible 1 could live so long. 1 thou became 
weak, ‘and troubled with a thousand vain fears : 1 could 
not turn my face toward the barn where Anak had been 
laid; the sound of wheels reminded me of his waggon; 
the crcaking of the sign told me that there 1 should he 
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gibbetted. Yet do X firmly believe that I have never lost 
my senses for an hour, nor have 1 allowed myself to cease 
from feeling the perpetual sorrow I have so dreadfully 
earned, save when my precious child has for a single mo¬ 
ment beguiled me into the pleasure of a parent.” 

The unhappy and exhausted man ceased to speak, and 
his auditors, struck with severe horror at the dreadful narra¬ 
tive of the murderer, yet deeply affected with the sad con¬ 
dition of thqr penitent, were silent also. At length the 
Rector, who was a man stricken in years, and deeply af¬ 
fected, arose for the purpose of approaching close to the 
sufferer, and* addressing the i*ord^ now labouring in his 
bosom to him with the more effect. The goor man mis¬ 
took his purpose, and by a violent eflbrt sprang from his 
chair, and threw himself prostrate on the floor, exclaim¬ 
ing, “Take me,*reverend sir: I beseech you, take me— 
try me—sentence me to .death ! I am a murderer! I 
charge you ^ as a ministerbf Oljrist, as a magistrate of the 
land, do your duty Upon me.” 

In great distress and perturbation, the aged clergyman 
thlbw his arms around him, and lifted him, as well as he 
was able, into his ehair, as in a tremulous voice he said, 
"lam not your judgeand would have proceeded, but 
the countenance of the invalid was now more wild and 
livid than before, and in a tenfold agony he exclaSned,— 

“ Ah ! just so did his heart beat against my breast, 
once—only once!” 

A groan that seemed to shako the foundation of the 
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house now burst from his lips, and his long-suffering spirit 
, fled to its eternal audit. In awe and horror, yet with all 
the tenderness of Christian pity, did the spectators behold 
a transition so fearful and affecting, and deeply did their 
hearts labour in prayer for that wretched soul, which they 
could scarcely yet believe to be dismissed from the woe- 
worn tenement before them. 

Let us for a moment contemplate, this terrible and 
afflicting spectacle. Is it not a “ fearful thing to fall into 
the hands of the living God,” as a “ God of vengeance ?” 
Is it not necessary that we should continually study the 
precept, “ Be ye angry god sin not;” and-that, day by 
day, in humility and prayer, we should seek for the at¬ 
tainment of that spirit which “ bearcth all things,” even 
the “ reproach of the wicked,” and which, by “ a mild 
answer, tumoth away wrath 1” That spirit He only can 
bestow who exhibited its mos; perfect example, in that 
“ when he was reviled, hfi revikwl not again.” 

The widow of this unhappy man-survived but a few 
months, and the children were taken by relations to a dis¬ 
tant home, so that I have no knowledge of what became c 1 ' 
little Mary, that child of early sorrow. For several years 
the house was eitlmr untenanted or found no abiding inha- 
.bitant; for fearful whispers and heart-appalling memorials 
tendered it a melancholy abode. Even last summer, as 
t-passed it in my way to Matlock, the appearance of de¬ 
solation prevailed as 1 remember it in my youth. The 
sign-post had fallen, the garden was a wilderness,' the 
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doors an<4 fences were in ruin, green moss crept over the 
damp stone walls, and grew luxuriantly on the crest of the 
house of Athol which surmounts the entrance ; all around 
revived the tijcmory of this sad story, and stamped upon 
this melancholy scene a character like that placed on the 
brow of the first murderer. 


AN EPITAPH. 


Si itANOiiit —whoe’er thou art—draw tiijli, 

Floretta well deserves a sigh ; 

l'or hers wo*e gifts of heart and mind, 

We rarely meet with in mankind: 

Nor blush to know a dag lies liere^- 
(!rateful, affectionate, sincere; 

Continuing faithful to the end, 

A gentle, humble, constant fuiend! 

Untutored in the school of ait, 
lu life, full well she played her part: 

Now, Stranger, scan thysell',*and see. 

Can this with truth lie said of thee 7 


S. E. K. 
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JOHN liOWRINC*. 

Uniikf.det* by the careless eye 
The dial's shadow hastens on ; : 
hven tho’ the dark clouds canopy. 

The* ever-shining sun. 

•So Cion's great purposes advance ! 

So Truth her forward progress keeps, 
YV hen man's impelfect^heedless glance. 
Deems that she* tires or sleeps. <- 

Behind the mists, with quenchless ray. 
The great light-giver moves serene ; 

A'ad millions bless the orb of day. 
While to our view un.-een. 
o 

He never fails—*-in love and might 
TTe rises, glorious as he rose 
When first he bathe/1 the world m light 
And blesses ns he goes. 
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IS Y L. A. II. 


They roiled above me, th<^wil<J waves— 
The broken mast I grappled yet, 

IVly fellow-men had found their graves, 
On me another sun had set. 
llut, merciless, the ocean still 

Dash'd me, then calmly round me lay. 
To wake another hunfan thrill. 

As tyrants torture ere they slay- 
Uut when the foaming breakers rush’d. 
And passed o’er me, or bore me high. 
Then into circling eddies gush’d, 

I struggled—yet I knew not why ; 

It was not hope that bade me cling 
Still to that only earthly thing*, 

I knew not then His mercy gave 
To keep me level with the wave. 

The tempest; when the day was gone. 
More fiercely with the night came on : 
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But, howling o’er the trackless sea. 

Gave neither hope nor fear to me ; 

Despair had made me brave my fate,— 

To die—thus lone and desolate. 

I saw another morning sun. 

But yet my struggles were not done :— 

A passing billow wafted then 
A comrade’s body to my side. 

Who lately, with his fellow-men. 

Had bravely stemmed the dashing tide. 
His calm cheek and half-open eye 
Betokened that in agony 
His spirit had not left him,—he 
Seemeti as if slumbering on the sea. 

1 calmly gazed, and without dread, 

Upon the dull eye of the dead ; 

But when his cold hand touch’d my cheek. 
My voice came from^rne ir> a shriek : 

At mine owe' voice I gazed around, 

'Twas so unlike a human sound; 

But on the waters none were near. 

Save the^corpse upon its watery bier. 

And hungry birds that hovered nigh. 
Screaming his sole funeral cry. 

My sum of human pangs to fill, 

Theie came a calm—more deathly still. 
Because its sullen silence brought 
A dull repose that wakened thought. 
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How^ny limbs quivered, as the sea 
By some less gentle breeze was stirred. 
As if I every moment beard 
The ocegf monsters follow me! 

Then came the sun in ail his might. 

To mock mo with his noon-day height: 
When the waves lay beneath me long, 

I felt his power grow fiercely strong 
Above m^, and would often dip 
My burning brow and parched lip. 

To cool them in the fresh’ning wave, 

W isliing the waters were my granro. 

But oft the sea-bird o’er me flew. 

And once it flapped me with its wing: 
That 1 must be its prey I knew. 

And smilect at my heart’s shivering ; 

But yet I could not bear to see 
Its yellow beak, or Sear its cry 
Telling me what I soon must be;— 

I moaned, and wept, anil feared to die. 

And as the chill wave grew more chill. 

The evening breeze became more still. 

And, breathing o’er the awful deep. 

Had lulled me, and I longed t» sleep : 

My senses slept, my head bowed low. 

The waters splashed bepeath, then broke. 
Suddenly o’er my aching briny, 

With a convulsive start I woke, 

it 
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And, waking, felt them o’er me float, 

W hile gurgling in my parched throat. 

Where’er 1 drifted with the tide, 

My comrade's corpse was by my side. 

Still to the broken mast I clung. 

At times aside the waves I flung. 

All day 1 struggled hard ; but when 
Another and another came. 

Weaker and weaker grew my frame,— 

I deemed that I was dying then. 

My head fell or the wave once more, ’ 

And re;)son left me,—all seemed o’er; 

Vet something 1 remember now,— 

I knew I gazed upon the sky. 

And felt the breeze pass o’er my brow. 
Along the unbroken sett to die ; 

And, half with faintness, half with dread. 
The spirit that sustained me fled. 

There was an eye that watch’d me then,— 
A n dar that heard my frequent prayer; 
And God, who trod the unyielding wave. 
When human efforts all were vain. 

Ere the death-struggle, came to save. 

And called me back to life again. 

* • * * * 

I thought that X was yielding life, 

To perish in that mortal strife, 
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And $aln>ly lay along the sea. 

That soon would calmly pass o’er me ; 

Hut my clench’d teeth together met. 

As if witjj death I struggled yet— 

Then 1 was stemming it once more; 

And then again the sea-bird's cry 
Was mingling with the billows’ roar. 

As I laid dawn my head to die.* 

lletuming reason came at last. 

And bade returning hope appear: 

That renTnant of the broker* ma^, 

And my dead comrade—both were near : 
Not floating o'er the billows now. 

For they had drifted us to land— 

And I was raved—1 knew not bow— 

Hut felt that an Almighty hand 
Had closed the water’s from the strand. 

lleside the corpse, and by’the wave, 

1 knelt, and murmured praise to llim. 
Who, in the fearful trial, gave 

Strength to the spirit and the limb! 



THE FAREWELL SERMON. 


F*w amongst the recollections of my earlier years are 
cherished with a fonder regard than those connected with 
the retirement of my grandfather from the sacred duties 
of a profession to vliichihe had devoted himself “mmd, 
body, and estate,” for full half a century. Ilia parish, 
neither extensive or wealthy,‘embraced within its limits no 
numerous population; Ire therefore had not hitherto availed 
himself of a curate’s services: but when it became ru¬ 
moured that he intended to procure this species of aid, no 
surprise was excited, for though not decrepit, he was 
stricken in years. Early in the week it was announced 
that the “young clergyman” would officiate on the fol¬ 
lowing Sunday. No one imagined that the veneiSfriO 
Rector would preach upon that occasion, still less that he 
would deliver his Farewell Sermon; yet those who knew 
him, and had opportunities of observation, could see that 
he was affected by emotions far beyond what the apparent 
change in his circumstances might be supposed to occasion. 
At intervals during the week there would appear in his 
gait a buoyancy: as be stepped along, he would strike his 
cane against the ground with an air of success and resolu- 
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lion, yc^ would be at a loss to say whether he had con¬ 
quered a difficulty, or shaken off a burden* His demea.; 
nour frequently suggested to my mind, that elation and 
triumph whjch we may suppose an implicit believer in the 
infallibility of absolution to experience, when relieved 
from the onerous responsibility of “ manifold sins and 
transgressions.” This, however, was but one side of the 
picture; its revesse was quite as' frequently presented. 
There the ojd man might be seen sunk in the tenderest 
melancholy.. The tear would glisten in his yet undimmed 
eye, especially whenever its glance happened to encounter 
one “ of the younglings of hi# flqpk.” It soon became 
evident, that if he were at times elated, it was with a joy 
on which pain and anxiety intruded their harsh companion¬ 
ship. His lip would quiver and his voice would break, 
but so deep and Solemn was the respect which his charac¬ 
ter inspired, that none presumed to penetrate the source of 
his emotions. 

Sunday came. The rectory was afh greater distant;# 
from the parish-church than such edifices usually are. 
our path to it lay by the bank of a stream, whose irre¬ 
gular course, sudden descents, turmoil, andsagitation, bore 
no distant analogy to the current of huAtan existence. The 
road was travelled on this occasion, not only by thi 
regular church-goers, but by many whom even the ferven 
remonstrances bf the man of God could rarely attract to 
public worship. The first party by whom we were over¬ 
taken, was a young man who had been reclaimed from a 
condition of mind the most godless, and a course of ttfe 

it 2 
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the most dangerous to himself and to society. He had 
been a smuggler, and appeared, at the momentof which l 
write, to have just succeeded in persuading one of his quon¬ 
dam companions to accompany him to that place of prayer 
whoso sacred threshold he had never crossed since the bright 
and sunny days of innocence had been exchanged for die 
scenes of darkness anclof crime, to which the force and spirit 
and enterprise of. his manhood had been perverted, it was 
with a chastened exultation that the man confirmed in re¬ 
pentance urged forward the footsteps of him on whom the 
stains of outrage were fresh—of him who, perhaps but the 
night before, came recking .from deeds of desperation and 
of blood. His countenance was one which could never 
justly be charged with being no window to the soul. 
*‘ Buffian” and ‘ ‘ outlaw” were there so written, that those 
who ran might read; but “lie was not bladk all over.’ The 
worst of our species have some redeeming qualities to keep 
them within the pale of ltqpianity; and even so it was will) 
Jnni. The temporary emotions then agitating his breast 
manifested themselves as strikingly as did tire more habi¬ 
tual modes of feeling which went to make up his churn*. 
ter; but, however indecision, false shame, or reckless har 
dihood may have struggled, tire lietter spirit was ultimately 
. victorious; and before ho reached that spot which a Chris¬ 
tian congregation had dedicated to tire honour of the Most 
High, he had so far contended against the power of origi¬ 
nal sin, and the influence of recent transgression, as to 
appear, if not a better man, at least a more fit recipient oi 
His doctrines of whom the world was unworthy. 
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The text addition to our wayfaring company was the 
family of the most considerable personage in the parisjp. 
A steep hill made it necessary for them to alight; and the" 
lady of the ®anor, after the customary courtesies, began to 
offer her congratulations on the addition to the social at¬ 
tractions of our village circle, which the arrival of the 
“young clergyman” led her to anticipate. He was a 
bachelor—that she had ascertained: Hfe was a gentleman— 
that she wnujd not permit herself to doubt: he would make 
one at-a quadrille party—that she was sanguine enough to 
hope. That he loved music, and perhaps had some prac¬ 
tical knowleSge of it, either foe vocal or instrumental pur¬ 
poses, was an expectation she faintly cherished. Even that 
he might go the length of taking a hand at whist, appeared 
to her within the scope of possibility. Never was female 
imagination mori! actively at work. “You cannot, my 
dear,” said she, “ feel surprised that we should loci, with 
ranch solicitude toward any e'rent which promises to dis¬ 
turb the T.ethean repose of those most stupid assemblages 
here, called ‘ parties.’ Don’t imagine for a moment that 
i mean your grandfather the slightest disrespect; his 
learning, his piety, and his talents, place ltim/ar beyond 
any praises of mine : but those most partial todrim, must 
acknowledge that his * dancing days are over’—that he' 
cares little for Any music except Handel’s—that as for 
card-playing, ho is worse than neutral, he is hostile. In 

short, it must be admitted on all hands that he can do 

• 

nothing in company hut talk ; that he docs marvellously 
well—occasionally to the delight of the young, and tike 
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edification of the old; hut, after all, lie has a monstrous 
gunning way of insensibly beguiling his companions of 
their lawful week-day topics, and of leading the conversa¬ 
tion (always, I acknowledge, with grace ,and wit and 
cheerfulness) to subjects for which we might reasonably 
suppose Sunday was all-sufficient. It would grieve me to 
the heart if any circumstance should deprive us of his 
genial presence. All I would hope, is, that a younger 
and a gayer shepherd may come to aid his declining years 
in the care of a flock which his paternal affectian, piety, and 
talents, have already made abundantly religious—perhaps 
’ righteous overmuch-:’ at least, so it appears to my 
humble apprehension. Doubtless, I might think otherwise 
but for my occasional trips to London, where, as ‘ in 
France, they order these things tetter.’ But hush! though 
I have trespassed so far upon your kindnfess, as to give my 
tongue this license, yet I must not dare to continue such a 
strain in the presence of nty spoiled child George, who is, 
} perceive, just behind us, and before whom it' would he 
high treason to utter a syllable in disparagement of one 
who, after all, is but a mortal.” 

“ If you ntoan the llector,” said the object of her 
remark, immediately joining us, “ 1 have no objection to 
> plead guilty to the charge of endeavouring to vindicate hint 
‘ in season and out of season.’ ” 

“ Doubtless, doubtless,” said bis mother, “ and much 
more frequently the latter than the former. Besides that 
you are very particularly 1 out of seasoft’ on the present 
OUkasioin.” 
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“ (%! 1 bug to submit,'’ ho replied, “ that.l was 
merely pleading guilty to a charge of yours—acknow¬ 
ledging a guilt in which I glory. Of all created (icings, 
it is to tha^venerable old man 1 owe the most unmeasured 
gratitude. The influence of violent passions, evil asso¬ 
ciates, and, more titan all, reading, ill-digested and irre¬ 
gularly pursued, brought me not merely to the brink, but 
plunged me into the gulf of deism.* I was without hope 
or succour; the darkness of death was upon me. I had 
no principle of action, no bond of .affection, no hope of 
reward. The past history of man was a chaos—a pro¬ 
blem, incapable of solutions The thread of my future 
life, though spun out to three-score yeajs, shrunk into a 
brief span; and even that a waste, a blank, a desert, 
presenting no profitable aim, prompting to no consistent 
purpose; while* the dread unrevealed eternity suggested 
nought but the desire of annihilation—instant annihilation, 
both of bqfly and of soul. F*om this temporal perdition, 
the sure forerunner, type, and earnest of that which was 
to come, did our revered pastor rescue one, who, though 
Unworthy, will never be ungrateful: thence did he rescue 
me. Day after day, and far into the lonjf night, have we 
oft pursued our investigations., Thdke who have never 
doubted, those into whom the demon of scepticism ha< 
never entered, can form not even a faint conception of the 
learning, the dexterity, and the sweet persuasion with 
which he—that matchless instrument of Divine Power— 
can, as though lie wielded Ithurjel's spear, touch and put 
to instant rout ‘ the whole pride, strength, and circuit- 



190 


THE EAREWEU. SERMON. 


stance’ of infidelity. Me did he rescue, after we^ks and 
months of unpromising toil: me did he reconcile fo an 
offended Creator—furnish with an infallible rule of morals 
—supply with the means of enjoying cverj, legitimate 
source of earthly happiness, and of despising xvery oartbly 
injury: into my existence did he infuse that vivifying 
spirit which converts life from a penalty ifkto a boon, by 
disclosing that briglft hereafter, without, which time is a 
blank and eternity a terror.” 

“ All that, my dear George, is very eloque^ and beau¬ 
tiful ; and 1 am sure I am quite delighted that you have 
cut those nasty creatures whom I have heard y&u speak of, 
Hume, and Hobbes, and Bayle, and Voltaire; and that 
you do not even associate with them in J.ondon, much 
less bring them to visit us here in the country, as 1 once - 
feared you might, when you lived so Entirely amongst 
that set.” 


Though not far from the sea-side, the parish is filled 
chiefly with an agricultural population, and the district 
immediately adjoining the church has an air peculiarly 
rural and printitive, of which the aspect of the sacred 
edifice itself fully partakes. It is built on what was once 
"the she pf an abbey,—a small peninsula, stretching about 
a quarter of a mile into one of the most limpid sheets of 
wafer that perhaps the island of Great Britain contains. 
To the southward, the great breadth of the lake extends; 
while to the north, a narrower expanse* of water opens, 
iSphinatcd by the base of a mountain, whose triple deco- 
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ration ft wood and heath and snow, gives to the scene 
“ more than painter’s fancy e’er embodied." The little 
peninsula, adorned, not shaded, by wood, contains no 
edifice but v * the house of God;” not a sheepfold, not 
one stone is laid upon another, with the Exception of its 
grey and ancient walls. On this spot, the loudness with 
which the leaves rustle, imparts a sense of solitude ; but 
it is to the distinctness with which every ripple of the lake 
is heard as it breaks upon the pebbly shore, that we owe 
our full perlfcption of the quiet and seclusion which almdst 
give • a holiness to the scene. It was here, then, on the 
fiftieth anniversary of his inductions, one of the most pious 
men that ever adorned the Christian faith jq its high and 
palmy hours, or ever laid down life amidst its martyrdoms, 
ascended, for the last time, pulpit steps well worn by his 
tread, and after a service of most touching solemnity, 
terminated those toils Which had been the joy and the 
business of-Jris existence. In that venerated fane, around 
which the companions of his youth lay buried, and within 
which the proteges of his green old age were assembled,— 
there, amidst nature’s loveliest and grandest features, he 
bade farewell for ever to all that could futerest him on 
earth. 

It was not alone that the congregation was more nu- ' 
merous than usual; but from the moment it became 
evident that the Rector had risen to preach his last ser¬ 
mon, the demeanour, countenance, I had almost said the 
character, of every one present appeared to undergo alter¬ 
ation ; even the children seemed as It were by sympathy 
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to comprehend that something deeply affectings was in 
progress. The East-lndia Director who “ ruralised” with 
ns that season, relinquished his hebdomadal nap. The 
idle listlessness and affectation of nonchalnnce which 
marked our village dandies disappeared. I will not be 
quite certain that our coquettes gave up the frequent in¬ 
spection and occasional adjustment of their fineries; but 
sure I am that the only beauty in the parish was the most 
devoted listener in the church : however, the less on that 
topic the tatter. Dulncss was roused into apprehension, 
and the light-heartedness of youth subdued into tender 
melancholy,—the torpor of age warmed into enthusiasm, 
and insensibility itself excited to emotion,—as the gentle 
and pathetic accents of the meek old man bequeathed to 
his successor the guardianship of his spiritual children. 
Of the half-reformed sinner,—of the entirely reprobate 
outcast,—of the penitent believer, and the yet unconvinced 
infidel,—of the formalist wiio practically reduced his reli¬ 
gion to cold ceremonials, and the enthusiast who limited 
vital Christianity to a contempt of every palpable obser¬ 
vance ;—these were at once the weeds and the flowers 
in that field which he left for the cultivation of fresh 
energies, and the reward of youthful enterprise. “And 
never,’’^.continued the benevolent patriarch, addressing 
his new associate, “never let the stricken deer be over¬ 
looked; pour oil into the wounds of the spirit. When 
sharp afflictions have turned the present and the future 
into desert dreariness, uqclasp ‘ the book of life,’ and re¬ 
vivify the expiring soul.” 
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A mHvmuring response tolil how often he had himself 
ten that ministering angel of consolation which his lan¬ 
guage so faintly shadowed forth. 

In strain* of which my reminiscences can give no ade¬ 
quate portraiture, did his exhortation proceed. When he 
came to speak of the dissolution of those ties which had 
bound him to Kis congregation for fifty years, tire awe¬ 
inspiring character of his elocution‘disappeared. The 
voice that “.could terrify one world with tire thunders of 
another,” was low and tremulous. .The commanding, 
venerable presence, instinct with holy fervour, beneath 
qbose sanction virtue would i*ult,» beneath whose frown 
vice sank in humiliation—all had deputed—all had 
yielded place to womanish tenderness. “ 1 have lived,” 
said he, “ to see the work, of which I was a humble in¬ 
strument, complete, in almost one perfect series. I hare 
lived to see one generation pass away of those committed 
to ray change—called into th<* presence of the unknown 
God in a state, I would fondly hope, of repentance and* 
regeneration; and with shame and humiliation 1 confess, 
that poor, erring human nature makes me part, with a 
pang of bitter reluctance, from the yet undbmpleted task 
of preparing for the world that is to cotftc, those by whom 
the folds of my departed sheep are now filled ; but, alas! 
it cannot be, and I am culpable in repining. The last 
melancholy exercise of my sacred trust, is to use the 
limited influence I possess, that he who is to walk in my 
traces, with, it may be hoped, a more powerful tread, will 
nourish the seed which 1 have ten Massed with permission 
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to sow; while there is left to my declining yjars the 
anxious, but, 1 trust, not the bootless, task of offering up, 
day and night, players to the throne of the * Most High,’ 
that in you sins may be forgiven and penitents accepted ; 
that the grey hairs of the old may not be brought down 
with sorrow to the grave, or the young snatched off in the 
fulness of iniquity. I am no longer capable of the high 
and sacred duties 'which it has been* the pleasure of 
Heaven to permit me to exercise for so long.a period. I 
cannot commit the crime of holding a station, for which I 
am unfit. Total and complete is my relinquishment of 
all that appertains to it. May the healing balm of religion 
never depart from your 4 sojourn in this valley of tears 
and may the fulness of its blessings be showered on you, 
when temporal probations -have passed away, and the 
eternal destination of man has commenced. My beloved 
friends, farewell for ever l n 

By a firm effort he mastered his feelings Ifi concluded 
with the usual prayers, descended from the pulpit, retired 
to the vestry, and walked out of the church quite in his 
accustomed manner; but he had scarcely gotten beyond 
the porch, t when his emotions found vent like an impri¬ 
soned torrent, and he wept and sobbed even as a child. 
We all gathered round him, and kneeling in the open air, 
received his last benediction, delivered with a pathos of 
which no art can convey an adequate impressiori. 

Almost instantly the voice of remonstrance was raised, 
“ Why should he think of going away? It was very 
* all to have the yflung gentleman to visit the sick in the 
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long wilier nights, to haptixe the children, and frequently 
to preach ; but what had they done, that the Kector should 
go away V' 

“ My dear children,” he replied, “ I go not from you, 
until God, in his own good time, shall summon me to 
a long-protracted reckoning. By ceasing to be your 
pastor, I become more completely than ever one of 
yourselves.” 

Almost by magic, smiles succeeded to tears; and as 
“ the joy in heaven is greater over ona sinner that icjrent- 
eth,” so the recovery, as it were, of him whom they thought 
lost, was to them a source of greater delight, than if the 
consciousness of enjoying his presence lent never been 
disturbed. 

“1 shall, of course,” said he, “not continue at the 
rectory; but I stiall remain in the parish.” 

We moved homewards. Without concert, and almost 
involuntary, the whole congregation formed a sort of 
procession, that waited on him to his dwelling, as if to 
protract the enjoyment that his presence diffused, and to 
obtain renewed pledges of his intention still to form one 
of their little community. 


I). C. R. 



LINES TO A BRAMBLE; 


That had spread itself over a little Grotto of the Waters. 


BY THOMAS WILKINSON. 


How grateful tfie Muses!—a shrub or a flower, 

Or a tree that has risen in some dark, shady bower, 

O’er the head of the poet, still grows in Iiis lays, 

Waves its branches around, and partakes of his praise : 
The oak and the laurel have long been a theme, 

A nd the willow that weeps with its head o'er the stream 
Through the walks of creation each bard has his tree, 
But the Bramble, I trust, is reserved for me. 

Thou low, creeping plant, I’m unable to tell 
With what pleasure I see thee crawl over my cell! 

And thou put’st forth the tendrils so slender and long. 
And thou openest thy roses the green leaves among. 

And the grass underneath is so tender and green. 

That a covering more lovely could hardly he seen. 
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Then continue each year thus to give thy sweet shade, 
Thy favouis will still he with kindness repaid; 

I will watch lliy first shoots, and will tend thee with 
care,. 

As something, kind Bramble ! that's lovely and rare ; 
And thou fruit-bearing shrub, I will call thee my vine 
And my grapes '—they shall be these dark clusters of 
thine. 

Yiimvatli. 



THE FRIEND. 


BY.J. ROBY. 


Tht.ru is a Friend, whose love 
3 s closer than brother’s : 

'lender, endearing, ’lisabove 
E’en fondness 1/ke a mother’s . 

She may forget her suckling’s cry,— 

His car attends the feeblest sigh. 

On Him thy panting breast, 

By cartrand anguish riven. 
Bleeding and torn, hath found its rest, 
> From other refuge driven ; 

And earth, with all its joys and fears. 
Hath ceased to bring or smiles or tears. 



THE FRIEND. 

ilTorn’s dcw-enainellcd flowers. 

The cloud through azure sweeping, 

Their brightness owe to sadder hours, 

Tl*eir calm to storms and weeping;— 
That Friend shall thus each tear illume— 

To forms of glory shape that gloom.- 

Eve's sapphire cloud hath b'eew 
Dark as the brow of sorrow; 

Those dew-pearls wreathed in jmerald green, 
Once wept a coming morrow; 

Uut glflry sprang o’er earth anjl sky. 

And all was light and ecstacy. 

Yon star upon the brow 
Of night’s grey coronet. 

Morn’s radiant b^psh, eve’s ruddy glow, 

Had yon bright sun pe’er set,— 

W ere hidden still from mortal sight. 

Lost in impenetrable light. 

Then should afflictions come, 

Dark as the shroud of even,. 

A thousand glories glitter from 
The burning arch of heaven! 

Though earth lie wrapt in doubt and gloom, 
New splendours dawn o’er daylight’s tomb. 


15)9 
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And who that azure hung 
W ith lamps of living fire 1 
Who, when the lrosls of morning sung, 
hirst listened to their quire !— 

The Man of Sorrows, mercy sent— 

In heaven the God!—th’ Omnipotent! 

' He is that Friend, whoso love 
Nor life nor death shall sever; 

Klerual as yon' throne above, 

Unchanged, endures for ever. 

Wiiat wouldst tl|ou more, frail fabric of the dust— 
Omnipotence thy Shield —thy IIeitge —Txtusi 



DOMESTIC VIRTUE. 


SKETCHES, 

I1Y MARY LEADBEATER.' 


Few note tile virtue tnat trom view retires. 

Few prize tlie worth that every moment Htjbt; 

We mark the tempest’s rage, the comet’s fires. 

Forget the shower, the sunshine, and the breeze. 

Wm. Smyth. 


“ TnEUE # is/’ (thus writes one of my ingenious young 
friends,)—“ there is a magic •enthusiasm in great and 
exalted acts of virtue, that will more than counterbalance 
the weakness of the mind. The obstacle is removed, the 


* This distinguished and excellent lady (a membe^of the 
Society of Friends) died at Ballitore, on the 27th of J une, 1826, 
in her 68th year, shortly after this contribution was received. 
She was the daughter of Mr. Richard Shackleton, tlie tutor of 
Burke. Her several works, particularly the “ Cottage Tales,” 
are highly admired 4 ! n her native country: but those alone who 
were fortunate enough to enjoy her*society, could appreciate 
her many valuable qualities of mind and heart. 
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noble act performed, the sacrifice consummated; weak¬ 
ness and humanity may now resume their empire; tlie 
deed is done, and will remain as a proud monument to 
the eye of admiration. Spectators will not haunt us in 
our solitude, and pierce through the obscurity in which 
we hide our weaknesses and failings; but it is there that 
the mind finds a trial of endless exertion, patience, love. 
The man who has relieved his fellow-creature in ^pie 
hour of signal calamity, may wound him .unpTovoked in 
his every-day intercourse; for gentleness is a more diffi¬ 
cult as well as a more useful virtue than generosity. The 
mind has too much of a (Sivinc origin not to be occasion¬ 
ally capabJe*of sublime flights—momentary flights; and 
has too much of an earthly nature not to flag and fall to 
the earth, which it had spurned for a moment.” 

Perhaps we have, each of us, fclt'thc truth of tliese 
observations, and found it fcjss difficult to perform an 
exalted action, than to practise that unboastiqg self-denial, 
which, through the passing hours of the domestic day, in 
the constant intercourse with different characters and va¬ 
rious tempers, and when new connexions are formed, can 
keep the.steh.dy flame of family love alive, and preserve 
that equanimity Vhich smooths down asperities, soothes 
disquietudes, chases dejection, and makes to-morrow 
cheerful as to-day. 

Eleanor married a widower, a man of a convivial 
temper, who might have been attracted to the tavern by 
love of company, had # not the good teiujxsr of his wife, 
&nd her attention to his comforts, attached him to home, 
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and madl the cup of tea, partaken with her, supersede 
less blameless gratifications. 11 is two sons, who were in 
business in die city, one after another, sickened of con¬ 
sumptions, and successively came to their father’s home 
to experience the tender attentions of their step-mother, 
and to die. Their sister was now the only surviving child 
of the family. With her rich relations young Fanny was 
a favourite, and she spent much of "he* time with them. 
They encouraged her in singing, dancing, and dressing; 
and she was thus disqualified from-payipg due jegard to 
occupations more serious and more suitable for her. She 
attracted the affections of a young man, gay and thought¬ 
less as herself, and they married without consent of 
paren's on either side. They had little Wierewith to 
begin the world, and were unskilled in economy. With 
some difficulty Kleanor prevailed upon her husband to 
keep them in his house for*a year. While they remained 
there, Fanny l>ore a son ;* and#vhen they removed to a 

house of their own, the kind-hearted Kleanor assisted 
. • - 
them in various ways. The young wife became con¬ 
sumptive, and maternal care was exerted in vain. The 
gay, good-humoured Fanny died. Her sonf taken to the 
bosom of his nominal grandmother, was*he consolation of 
her widowhood. She sent him to school, instilled good 
principles into his mind, and won his little heart try her 
unwearied love. Ilis father loved him; but having a 
family by a second marriage, sought not to deprive Kleanor 
of her charge. I* was a beautiful sight to behold the 
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attention of the young man to his aged and in « Ijgne- 
factrcss—her feeble frame, as she moved along the street, 
supported by the arm of her affectionate, adopted grandson, 
while her looks of sensibility and secret exultation demon¬ 
strated that she already began to reap the reward of her 
benevolent solicitude. 

Jane was the Udest daughter of a widow who a 

large family. She was an active and willipg assistant to 
her mother, who pot only instructed her in all domestic 
concerns, but, by her excellent example and pious pre¬ 
cepts, instilled into her daughter’s mind the pure prin¬ 
ciples of genuine religion, which took deep root iu so good 
a soil. 

Jane was healthy, strong, and active. She rode re¬ 
markably well. Her brothers, being addicted to the 
diversion of hunting, and fondly attached to their sister, 
prevailed upon her ones morning to join them in their 
favourite amusement. Several other young females were 
of the party; hut Jane, either better mounted, or having 
more courage, outrid them all, and was in at the death of 
the hare. She returned home: tire effervescence of her 
spirits had subsided, and she stood pensive in the presence 
of her mother. That wise and tender parent read her 
daughter’s heart, and saw that it had condemned this 
unfeminine exploit. The daughter felt, in the mild gravity 
of her mother's looks, a reproof more touching than if it 
had been expressed by severe words. '1 hus in silence was 
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pardon smignt and granted, and perhaps this was the 
last time Jane pained her mother by any thing like dis¬ 
obedience. 

Jane had a firm and cheerful temper, united to great 
compassion and generosity; qualifications that fitted her 
to endure the sorrows which successively fell to her lot by 
the death of several brothers and sisters. The eldest of 
tlmfamily, a youth who seemed to betdl his mother could 
desire, was lulled by a lull from his horse; another died 
of the small-pox, at a distance from, home: and those 
calamities preying on the susceptible heart of the mother, 
caHed forth all the cares and tenderness of her daughter, 
who struggled with her own feelings to be jble, by these 
cares and this tenderness, to preserve a life so dear, but 
which she saw was passing away. Repeated offers of 
marriage could ifot induce Jane to leave her patent, to 
whom she was for some wears an only daughter; herself 
and two bribers alone remaining to the amiable matron. 
The mother died; the daughter’s health and spirits sunk* 
beneath this affliction, and consolation superior to any 
this world could give, alone sustained and cheered her 
drooping mind. She settled with a rclatfon* near the 
place of her birth. Three years after the death of her 
mother, in the space of one month, she lost both her bro¬ 
thers, now in the prime of their age. They left behind 
them disconsolate widows and children, to whom Jane 
felt it her duty to offer all the consolation in her power, 
while her own Reart was bleeding, for the paternal and 
fraternal ties were now torn asunder. They were a family 
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of mourners; lmt the wounds which are not irOictcd by 
ourselves will heal, and the dispensations of Providence, 
meekly submitted to by the patient, humble mind, are 
followed by the blessing of resignation. 

Jane, now disengaged from domestic cares, was, never¬ 
theless, fully employed : her benevolence and observation 
had instructed her in the diseases of the human frame, 
and she became th© doctress of the neighbouring poor.Jbr 
whose use she kept a large assortment of medicines, and 
to whom she devoted the most part of an ample income- 
Jler attentions were not confined to these: all her friends 
experienced them, ond found her sympathy and assist¬ 
ance consoling and efficient. Thus employed, her mind 
recovered its usual tone, and in her surviving relatives 
she found her affection returned, and was comforted. Not 
only by them, but by all who knew her, #as Jane beloved; 
for they were conscious that her heart expanded with kind¬ 
ness to all. That heart had another trial to encounter— 
.to share in paying the tender, unavailing attentions which 
the lingering and fatal illness endured by the father of.the 
family in which she resided, long required before his pure 
and patient spirit was released from mortality, lie was 
scarcely less dear ,o her than a brother: her loss and her 
grief were great; but she was accustomed to stem the tide 
of her own sorrows to support others under theirs. The 
mournful widow and her young family needed the succour 
of such friendship as affluence could not purchase, and 
Jaue remained with them till Hie family became dispersed 
tu account of marriages and removals. She then left the 
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country,. u> which her habits were conformed, and the 
scenes associated with early recollections, and took 
lodgings in a country town some miles distant. Her de¬ 
parture was lamented by all ranks; but tbe poor would 
scarcely let her leave them. A mason offered to build 
her a house without foe or reward; and an ancient man, 
in the hope that at least her bones would rest among 
them, assured hot, that though he’was too feeble himself 
to dig her grave, hr would stand by, and see it properly 
done. Another brought a present of potatoes to her lodg¬ 
ings : she thanked him, but determined to pay for them, 
and accordingly had them weighed : they weighed eight 
stone. Disappointed in his first intention, the poor man 
begged her servant to say that they weighed but four, and 
hoped Jane would not detect the deception. This good 
woman loves society, and the company of young persons, 
yet contentedly submits Jo the solitude of her lodgings, 
and to deafness; amusifig liqjself with her needle, or 
strengthening her mind by the perusal of her llihlc, anc^ 
the works of pious writers; visiting the sick or afflicled ; 
receiving her friends with cordial hospitality; and now, 
in her 78th year, exposing herself to cold,#and fatiguing 
journeys, in the discharge of those duties which she is 
called upon to perform. 

The pedigree of several persons who once happened to 
be in company together, being made the topic of conver¬ 
sation, it was inquired of JVTaiia, who was her ancestor 1 
“ He was/’ answered she, “ an lush Scoliogue/’ If he* 
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cheorful ami unembarrassed reply was heard with: a smile, 
it was the smile of love and approbation, which acknow¬ 
ledged that a rich and generous soil alone could produce 
fruits of such peculiar and excellent flavour, as were on- 
joyed in the friendship and conversation of Maria. Her 
ancestor was an Irish fanner, in comfortable circumstances, 
as the title Scollogue denotes. Maria and her sister, in¬ 
dustrious, independent, and unassisted, pursued the busi¬ 
ness of shopkeeping: their integrity, their punctuality, 
their fair and honourable dealing, gained them sincere res¬ 
pect, and they were even more beloved than respected, 
because of their total freedom from selfishness; their native 
politeness, which seemed to receive while it conferred a 
favour; their quick perception of, and scrupulous attention 
to, the feelings of others ; and their genuine compassion, 
which gave relief with secrecy and discrimination. Yet a 
poor, woman who knew their family, declared they de¬ 
served no credit for theig good nature—they could not 
,pvoid possessing it—they inherited it from their grand¬ 
father and grandmother; and, branching from such a 
stock, their virtues were hereditary. Prudence, engrafted 
on this precioas stock, was cherished by that high sense of 
independence, which prevents impositions on generosity, 
quickens discernment, without contracting the mind. 
They were very regular and neat in their habits, yet the 
little children of a friend, their nearest neighbour, were 
freely admitted at all times to them. They reproved their 
misdemeanour’s with gentle firmness; while, sensible of their 
affection, the children londly loved them. When these 
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childre#were indisposed, their mother flew to Maria, de¬ 
pending on her skill, and experiencing the good effect of 
her judgment. They were her consolers in sickness" or 
sorrow; in. her domestic concerns she found them able 
advisers and willing assistants; hut if her gratitude con¬ 
fessed to others what she owed to them, they were grieved, 
and somewhat displeased, wishing to perform their good 
acts in secret, and jealous, lest the«merit of their friend 
should suffer through their means. The children seemed 
a joint stock, and carried with them tj maturity the love 
which attached them to their excellent friends. Thus the 
two families *tived twenty-fivc-ycars under one roof; they 
had shared the joys and sorrows of each ot|ier, and hoped 
to descend the hill of life together, when ure younger of 
these worthy maidens sunk into a languishing slate of 
health. Maria, Aver attentive to the sick, neglected nothing 
to restore or comfort her jsistcr; and sometimes oppressed 
by her fears, again enlivened l^y hope, she continued her 
pious offices for six years, with unremitted, with increase^ 
attention; while the drooping sister often repressed the 
expression of her feelings when Maria was present, to 
avoid rousing the sorrow which the belated sullerer la¬ 
mented to witness. She glided genlky from this world of 
trial, and left to her bereaved sister the consolation of re-- 
fleeting on her virtues, and on Iter own tender carts. 



THE CHANGE. 

1SY THE REV. HENRY STEBBING. 


M y spirit was sad when evening fell 
Around my infant home ; 

There was a voice that seemed to tell 
Of griefs that were to come— 

Of friends whoso parting word should be 
A long and last farewell to me— " 

Of change, forgetfulness, and woe. 
Blighting what hearts' were left to glow. 

I stood—where years before I stood— 
Before that early home j 
The winter’s whelming torrent flood. 
Had flung not there its foam ; 

Nor there had war, with crimson hand, 
TIurled in his wrath the flaming brand > 
Nor pestilence nor famine raved. 

Nor tyranny the land enslaved. 
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USt there the hand of time had wrought, 
That perishing change on all. 

Which leaves but for the brooding thought 
The ruin ere the fall ; 

Making the heart’s deep pulse to be 
A warning of eternity. 

And love fbr things of earth to seem 
The wasted.music of a dream! 


The flowers had perished not, buf grew 
, Less floridly and bright; 

They had not that same Irving*hue, 

That odorous breath of light. 

Which was around them when each stem 
Bloomed foj the hand that planted them, 
And every thing beside was gay. 

And full of young sweet health as they. 


And there were all the things the eye 
Had registered within the breast, 
Wearing the same reality. 

But not the charm of old posse*; 
And where another’s eye had seen 
But little change in what had been. 

To me, time seem'd with quicker tread,, 
Ills desolating hand to spread. 
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My heart had borne the blight and storm, r 
The toil of many years; 

But there was round the darkest form. 

That woe or peril wears, 

No gloom so deep as that which pressed 
Heavily on the aching breast, 

When hope its long-sought home surveyed, 
And found each home-loved tiling decayed. 


'Tis not the retrospective glance, 

Adown the stream ( of years, 

That makes ns scorn the dizzy dance 
Of earthly hopes and feaTs; 

Jl is the change of things we love, 

For their sakes who are now above - 

The change of tilings whose forms arc wrought 

Into that linked chain of thought. 



LINES WRITTEN AT EVENING, IN 
JERPOINT ABBEY. 


This noble AWiey is situated on the river Nore, about eight 
miles distant from Kilkenny. It was founded in 1180, by 
Donagli Fitz-Patrick, King of Ossory, for Cistersian Monks. 

thejnjtredmbbeyH, it was, in wealth, possessions, and 
architectural splendour, esteemed th^fourth in the kingdom. 
Its extensive and beautiful ruins strikingly attest the justice 
of this ascribed distinction, as well as irresif^ily command 
the udmirationof every beholder. It was suppressed in 1540, 
and its estate of 1500 acres in demesne land, was granted, 
with its other esttfes, to Thomas Butler, tenth Earl of Ormond. 
The last Lord Abbot was Oliver Grace, one of the descendants 
of the famous Raymond lv Gros, the companion and brother- 
in-law of Strongbow. This noble family long retained great 
power amPimmense property iif the Queen’s County, and in 
the county of Kilkenny, where their name and their deedsfc 
are still celebrated in the rude lays of the peasantry*. 


Bow the earth darkens! not a day-beam cheers 
Its pensive look, or gilds the evening sky: 

While through the gloom, from other worlds, appears 
No smile to bid the gathering shadows die. 

All is so sadly still! the cooling breeze. 

That from yon’ mountains their mild freshness bears. 
Now breathes not, floating through the blossom’d trees,« 
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No star upon our world’s dark curtain beams,. 

And the moon mounts not her cthcrial throne, 

\Y here other eves have seen her sit supreme 
1 n power and brightness, beautifully lone : 

While o’er the track of heaven deep clouds advance 
And nature sinks into a sullen sleep; 

So like the unearthly stillness of a trance, 

From which ’tisluxury to wake and-weep. 

1 gaze where Jerpoint’s venerable pile, 

Majestic in its ruins, o’er me lowers ; 

The worm now crawls through each untrodden aisle. 
And the bat hides within its time-worn towers. 

It was not thus, when in the olden time. 

The holy inmates of yon broken wall 

Lived free from woes which spring fronTcare or crime 
Those shackles which the grosser world enthral. 

Then, while the setting sm-beams glistened o’er 
The earth, arose to heaven the vesper song: 

But now the sacred sound is heard no more, 

No music floats the dreary aisles along ; 

Ne’er from it~ chancel soars the midnight prayer,-— 
Its stillness broken by no earthly thing. 

Save when the night-bird wakes the echoes there, 

Or tue bat flutters its unfeather’d wing. 

But mark where yonder dusky clouds roll on, 

To cast a darker shade on all below ! 

Now that the minstrels of the woods aie gone. 
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j ny Miclim, thou lovely river, thine, sweet Nore ! 

Flowing, though all around thee feel decay ; 

Thy banks, still verdant as in days of yore ; 

Through the same plains thy crystal waters stray. 

Still through the same untrodden pathway glide 
On to the trackless ocean’s silver shore. 

Till, mingling with the dark and briny tide. 

Its clear atul taintless nature is no iftore.— 

How like eacji early hope, each infant thought! 

When the young heart, like yonder stream, could stray. 
Till from the world its spotless hue has caught 
The taint atSi tinge of sorrow»on i{s way. 

O Night! how many a thing we learn from thee— 
Mother of contemplation ! We may gaze 

Through thy deejfcurtains on the Deity, 

With eyes unblinued b> the sun’s bright blaze. 

O, nurse of fancy ! on thy*spotless wing, 

When in thy holy west the day-beam falls, 

To happier, brighter worlds, the soul may spting, 

And leave the day to its ephemerals. 

How oft, wfien thou wort passing o’er the eaTtl^ 

And trampling nature’s fairest on thy*way, 

Thy shadows gave my pensive feelings birth, 

And 1 have loved in thy lone hour to stray! 

Thy coronet was gemm’d with worlds of light. 

By distance soften’d; and thy sable dress 
Was sparkled o’er*by orbs, that beamed so bright. 

As they were conscious of thy loveliness. 



216 LINES WRITTEN IN JERPOINT ABBEY. 

But now it seems as ’twere thy mourning hour, 

The dew thou weep’sl falls heavily around; 

And nature feels not thy refreshing power. 

Give trees their bloom, and verdure to the ground. 
Farewell!—all chill and cheerless as thou art; 

Thy clouds hang o’er yon fane, whose fallen stale, 
llow true an emblem of the human heart. 

Which, once desisted, soon is desolaje! 

Farewell!—those relics of the days gone by 
Have waken’d feelings which thy shadowy reign 
Has called forth into being; and thy sky, 

Though dark, I have not gazed upon in vam. 
Farewell!—yon ruined tower and broken wall, 

.Near which, on many an eve, I’ve loved to stray, 
Teach me, that thus our proudest hopes must fall, 
And leave us, time-worn, darkly to decay. 


H. 



THE LILY OF LORN. 


BY Tin; AVTHOH OF “ J HE LAHOl'IIS OF IDLENESS.” 


It is now, j will not say h6w many years, since I tra¬ 
velled, will* a heart as light «is irjy purse, over that ro¬ 
mantic wilderness, the land “o’ green J>uchan,” the 
bonnie brave kingdom of Scotland. At this distance of 
place and time, I have a melancholy pleasure in review¬ 
ing, through the Him glass of memory, the scenes T there 
i>eheUI ; in citing up tbu numberless accidents of flood 
and fell which occurred to m« upon the way; and in 
mentally picturing the vista of by-gone years, when, in* 
a long perspective, the image of what I then was appears, 
springing with the elastic foot*of youth over the grey rock 
and purple heather of Cairn Gorm or l>en*Ngvis. It is 
one of the few gratifications which a lit art charged with 
sorrow permits me to indulge, that of retracing mj way¬ 
ward steps on an old map, (1 have carried it about me 
ever since,) from town to town, and from shire to shire ; 
to follow myself, as it were, in imagination, over moun¬ 
tains which I once scaled, and rivers which I once forded. 
In the childishness of my affection for tho*e times T Vw* 
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marked down, by a kind of rough graduation, the villages, 
na^f, the veiy huts where 1 rested on my journey; the 
rock upon which 1 stood, like a statue of wonder, gazing 
at the sublime prospect beneath, the lonely glen of streams 
where I wandered while the houis went by. 1 should be 
almost, ashamed to acknowledge how often I have travelled 
over this same route'at my own fireside; and how often I 
find myself, witli a weakness T cannot 'restrain, “ distin-. 
gnishing each footstep with a tear,” as my pen slowly 
traces the line of • my youthful progress. In my dreams 
I am often restored to the scenes 1 love so dearly : I see 
the craggy hills to we vug before me; the wild, precipitous 
ravine open^« at my feet; and the deep melody of the 
mountain stream echoes in my ear. These visionary hours 
are the happiest 1 enjoy. 

It will be readily surmised, that tlfere are some finer 
associations than can ever subsist between animate and 
inanimate things, whieb'bind my thoughts so fondly to 
' the land 1 speak of. There are; and I proceed to unfold 
them. 

Returning homeward through Argyleshire, I recollected 
that in this part of the country lived a gentleman, an old 
and tried friend of my father’s. They had been brother- 
officer^, and fought side by side throughout, the whole 
series of wars that desolated Euiope about the middle of 
the last, century. To this gentleman, who, like my father, 
had retired many years from the service, I-had carried 
out a specific letter of introduction from his companion in 
arms; but 1 should most probably have neglected to 
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deliver U, as I liad always an insuperable objection to 
billet myself in this way, if I had not chanced to meet, 
with a slight accident near the village where the pertson 
it was addressed to resided. This obliged me to stop for a 
night at the inn, and ray first visiter in the morning was 
Captain Maclachlan. He had heard there was a stranger 
laid up at. the hostel, with a broken arm, (into which 
report had magnified a contused shou^ler,) and, like tho 
good Samaritan, thought it his duty to attend upon the 
sufferer, without knowing any thing about him more than 
his misfortune. In relating the occurrence, I purposely 
introduced own name. The old gentleman looked 
steadfastly at me for a moment, and then, stretching out 
his hand, said at once—“ You are tlxAum of Fied. 
Worthington'!” 1 replied in the affirmative, at the same 
time producing i*y credentials. It is impossible to express 
the joy that illuminated the benevolent laird’s counte¬ 
nance, when he recognised the well-known character of 
Iris old comrade. After reading the letter, half aloud, lie 
exclaimed, “ Gude sirs! how*happy will this make Jeanie 
and the girls!”—and hastily taking up his hat, insisted 
on giving immediate orders for my removal to his own 
house, where his wife and daughter^ would* lie “ out o’ 
their wits to see the son of his awld Southron friend amang 
the mountains!” Refusal on my part w : as wholly out of 
the question : 1 attempted the usual form of excuse, hut 
Captain MacJachlan did not seem to understand it. In 
short, Indore a»other hour •had elapsed, I found myself 
laid on the old-fashioned settee "in the parlour of Kairlie r 
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house, supported at each side by pillows, and'myehin 
brought conveniently above the leaf of a well-furnished 
brdakfast-table. My kind host, Mrs. Maciachlan, and 
four comely daughters, sat round the hospitable board, 
expressing in every look and action their solicitude that I 
should find myself happy amongst them. 

The laird’s discourse consisted chiefly of inquiries about 
the health, appears nee, pursuits, et cetera, of his old 
follow-soldier; while he interrupted my answers every 
now and then with a—“ Hech! but I am glad to see 
the boy!”—“ Weel! weel! that I should ever live to 
see his father’s son 1” ant) similar exclamations, which I 
can hardly transcribe. Mrs. Maciachlan spoke m the 
mrst enthusiastic terms of my mother, whom she had 
known in youth, and found out several points of resem¬ 
blance in our features; though the Captiin insisted I was 
no more like her than a black cock to a turtle-dove, but 
was the very image of my father. The young ladies ven¬ 
tured a question or two upon the fashions, amusements, 
and novelties of England. This conversation was followed 
by a cross-examination from all parties—How long 1 had 
been in Scotland 1—What 1 thought of the country 1— 
What stay I intended to make 1 To the latter question, 
I replied, that some matters having occurred since I left 
the ,South, of which X was apprized by letters, they would 
oblige me to set out for I.omlou the day following. This 
answer was received by the kind-hearted family with a 
look which approached to absolute dismay: every voice 
was raised against it: one would have thought X had pro- 
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posed leaping into the Corry-v recan, so much horror was 
depicted on every countenance. The laird himself, ap¬ 
peared thunderstruck ; his good lady raised her hands, 
and dropped them twice or thrice on her knees, vowing 
she had “ ne’er heard o’ sic a thing in a’ her born days 
their daughters, with one accord, exclaimed against the 
project as totally impossible:—“What! would I go 
without seeing the bonnie glen, ami t^e waterfa’, and the 
echo-stone, and the tomb of Lord Ronald—all within a. 
mile o’ them V* They then went on to enumerate all the 
curiosities of the place, mentioning with every circumstance 
of interest tvlftitcver they thought calculated to excite and 
detain me, each promising me something better than the 
last, if 1 would remain amongst them. & 7 hen all their 
powers of eloquence and persuasion seemed to be ex¬ 
hausted, and they sat waiting in the deepest anxiety for 
my ultimatum, which indeed 1 was somewhat puzzled to 
give,—Margaret, the youngest girl, suddenly turning to 
one of her sisters, whispered in her ear, loud enough to 
be heard by all present (she ’herself not being t>f age to 
state the proposal in form)—“ Promise him, if he will 
stay, to show him the Lily of Lorn.” 

“ O, gude sirs ! ay I”—was the upited acclamation ; 

“ how did we forget it sae Jang ? You have never seen 
the Lily of Lorn! You cannot possibly leavh 8s—you 
will never forgive yourself if you go—without seeing the 
Lily!—the wonder—the beauty—the pride of a’ Scotland 
—the Lily of Lorn 1” 

1 had really determined upon Staying, before this latter 
v 2 
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inducement (the nature of which, indeed, I did-not im¬ 
mediately comprehend) was held out to me. Business, 
I thought, could wait for a week or two, while I gratified 
at once the hospitable feelings of these amiable people, 
and my own inc linations to cultivate a friendship so dis¬ 
interestedly offered. 4s soon as I declared my resolution, 
a joyful light overspread every countenance: I received 
as many thanks as, if T had conferred a serious obliga- 
• tion;.and Meg was so praised for her sly hint, that she 
blushed, and could scarcely hold up her head for an hour 
after. 

1 honestly confess, (though it certainly'had no part in 
the resolution I had come to,) that 1 did feel some curi¬ 
osity about this Lily, whatever it might be, which they 
spoke of; and therefore, allowing sufficient time as I 
thought to intervene, 1 at length requested an explanation. 
They all laughed at my question; and seeing that my 
curiosity was roused, thev^ maliciously withhold all infor¬ 
mation on the subject. No satisfaction would be given 
me, but that I should see, on the next evening but one, 
u the flower o’ Scottish land,” in all its Beauty, at a 
friend’s house-in the neighbourhood. Even Meg, whom 
I asked confidentially the day after to iesolve the mystery', 
only tantalized me the more by pretending to unfold it 
in a song, with which she danced out of my presence: 

The Lily ! the Lily! O come and declare 

That in Nature’s green lap there’* nae flower sac fair ! 

From the tulip sae proud to the daisy sale sma\ 

„ Ch! the Lonnie sweet Lily’s the queen -o’ them a’! 
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The Lily! the Lily, to wear in my hand ! 

She’s the wonder, an’ beauty, an’ pride o* the land ! 

All hearts an’ all eyes she is made to enthra’. 

And the bonnie sweet Lily’s the luve o’ us a’ 1 

The Lily! the Lily, to set in my bower! 

Sae modest, sac* taintless, sae Winsome a flower ! 

Were the stars i’rae the sky to come dropping like snaw. 

Oh ! the bonnie sweet Lily wad shine o’er them a*! 

The Lily ! the Lily, to put on the*tf!rone! 

She wad keep*us all leal by her beatify alone; 

But ’twere sair for a monarch to tak’ her awa*. 

For the bonnie sweet Lily’s the pride o’ us a’! 

1 could *nfct but suspect what was really the truth ; 
however, the joke was kept up against me till the ap¬ 
pointed evening. In the mean time, I had ft far recovered 
from my accident as to be able to stroll about die grounds 
of Fairlie, whioh were beautifully wild and varied;—-to 
see the “bonnie glen rf ” and the “watcrfaY’—both 
indeed quite as lovely as'theyjhad been described. 

There was a large assembly at. Dinringan Hall*. Ip 
that thinly-peopled country,*where the gentrjf have so 
few opportunities of meeting, a party is sure to be well 
attended. Several persons had come many miles: there 
was a good deal of beauty, sufficieitf. elegance, and no 
lack of conversation. On our way hither, I had been 
tormented more than enough about what 1 was*tc^see that 
evening; but when we entered the room, my young friends 
were too much occupied with the attentions they received 
or expected, to* continue tlte jest. I, however, had not 
forgotten it. 1 do not know wh£, but I fell that the seetfs 
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of my sweet or hitter fortune were to be sown th&t night. 
It was evident to me now what was meant by the “ Lily 
of Lorn/’ and I continued silently observing every an¬ 
nouncement. At one time there was a great noise and 
fustic on the staircase : my heart beat audibly, and 1 fixed 
my eyes on the door. A tall, fashionable girl entered : 
she was dressed in great splendour, and wore a bonnet of 
graceful plumes: her ‘features were decidedly handsome. 
Can this be the Idly of Lorn ? It may be so ; but for 
me, she has too much the air of a professed belle — a lady 
to be toasted at men-parties, and praised with their dogs 
and their horses. Ay, it, must be so ! She 6 was indeed 
manifestly the victim of her own vanity—the spoilt child 
of admiration'; *' A great number of young men instantly 
surrounded her as she made her appearance; and that 
part of the room which she chose for her place of state 
and display, was immediately consecrated to vanity and 
flattery, folly and confusiop. All was laughter, compli¬ 
ment, and noise. The centre of attraction appeared to be 
in high spirits at the court that was paid her: she rallied 
one, coquetted with another, pouted at a third, and prat¬ 
tled witli all.* Again 1 asked myself—And is this the 
Lily, the “prides’ the land!” the boasted Lily, the 
- beautiful, the “ queen” Lily ! the “luve o’ them a’ !*’•— 
Tasteless or ignorant, people ! 

Whilst the noise continued, or rather increased, and 
all attention was employed upon Miss Randolph, (for 
that I heard was the beauty’s' name,) I sat discontentedly 
Vhind backs, where the room was almost deserted. I 
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was quite indisposed to join in the senseless mevrimont 
that was going fortvaril: my thoughts began to revert 
to the matters of business which I had imprudently post¬ 
poned, aud I was inwardly meditating how l.should with 
a good grace elude my promise to the Maclachlan family, 
'jtie servant announced Mrs, and Miss Leslie; hut he 
was not heard by the company, now completely engaged; 
so tile party new.!y arrived walked'into the room silently 
and unobserved. The genteel, rather wasted form of a 
lady, whose years might be about thirty-six, leaned upon 
the arm of a girl apparently half that age, who seemed to 
love this oflictf of support partly because it enabled her to 
remain out of view. They advanced near to the ciowd, 
into which the lady peeped with a smile of'fnquiry, while 
her daughter stood rather behind her, smiling too, hut as 
if it was only bcoause her mother did so. She looked like 
a young violet, in the single of its parent flower. As the 
idea crossed tny mind, ofte of ,the outer circle happening 
to turn round, exclaimed, ” Ah 1 here is the Inly!’’ 
The words caught like wildilVe; every other sdhnd was 
mute; every eye was directed to where she stood. A 
murmur of inexpressible joy ran through the room : no¬ 
thing was to be heard but—“ The Lily,!”—"’The Lily of 
Lorn!”—“ She is come 1”—“ She is here 1”—“ Where ! 
where!”—“ There she is!”—The dear Lily I*’-*-” The 
pride o’ our hearts!”—“ Blessing o’ Heaven on her 
beauty!” All the young men seemed to congratulate 
each other, while, with the Titmost anxiety, they endea¬ 
voured to sec her: those who weVe nearest looked expec f 



226 


1IIE LII.Y 01- LORN. 


tantly but respectfully at her, each waiting until it was 
his turn to receive her smile, and then retiring with a sigh 
of conlent, as he gave place to another. Still more 
strange, the girls (many of them very beautiful) crowded 
fondly around her; some of them kissed her, some called 
her by the endearing title above-mentioned, others greeted 
her with the most affectionate recognitions—all unreser¬ 
vedly praised her. Even the old people blessed her from 
the distance, bestowing upon her a thousand amiable 
superlatives, and recounting her well-known perfections 
one to the other. 

1 could not but remark [he difference between this re¬ 
ception and that of Miss Randolph. The other was loud, 
forward, theaiiical; this was subdued, devoted, respectful: 
it passed almost in silence. From the noisiest, merriment 
before the Lily was recognized, the general voice of the 
company sank into low murmur}, of delight and repressed 
enthusiasm, as if it feared to offend, even by applause. 
That reception might have been the effect of admiration ; 
but this was the result of pure affection. The attention 
paid in the one case was homage—in the othpr, voluntary 
love. 

To account at O onee for this marked difference required 
no great stretch of philosophy. The qualities which en¬ 
gage an interest so deep, and yet so refined, must them*- 
selves lie as deep as the heart! Were this girl merely 
beautiful, thought. 1, she would only be admired like Miss 
Randolph; and however she might exceed that lady in 
personal charms, the admiration paid her would still be 
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of the same kind. Iiut enthusiasm so pure and so pro¬ 
found, l>espeaks in the object of it something of a far, far 
superior nature to any perfection with which the outward 
form can be endued. It is not the shrine itself, however 
beautiful, that excites our veneration, but the spirit within. 
Nevertheless, that beauty had its share in this matter, was 
beyond disputation. Mary Leslie w^s between seventeen 
and eighteen; her form almost too flight to print the 
earth, but gleeful as it was etherial. While she stood 
drooping beside her mother, whose arm was still locked 
in hors, she put me in mind of a tendril silently winding 
up its maternaf stem, and hanging if$ sweet head beneath 
her shelter. The colour of her hair was ravqg-dark, finely 
contrasting with the pure and alabaster paleness of her 
complexion, unstained even by a single tinge of natural 
rouge to render less applicable her beautiful surname. 
It was from this resemblance between the human being 
and the flower, that she was called the Lily of Lorn. 
Minuter description of her appearance is needless; al-* 
though, even at this distance of time, 1 could give it, if 
required, from the indelible picture in my heart. I will 
only add, that upon her lip she had a falhtjmt settled 
smile, which it was impossible to characterize as either 
gay or melancholy: it seemed at once to declare the 
sweetness of her mind that would be pleased with all 
around it, and the seriousness of her thoughts which 
taught her to look upon all earthly enjoyments as tran¬ 
sitory and insecure. This expression generally accorded 
with that of her sweet, deep-blue £yes: in the variety am? 
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glare of passing objects, they still seemed to look beyond 
this world and above it., as if inwardly contemplating her 
final resting-place amid kindred spirits; while in the be¬ 
nignity of her nature, during her confinement to earth, she 
suffered earth’s creatures to approach her. 

It may have been some involuntary, perhaps instinctive 
presentiment of her. unworldly destination, which taught 
her a behaviour calculated to ensure at once the highest 
degree of respect and devoted attachment from both sexes. 
A kindred impression, probably as unconscious, seemed 
to reign throughout the society in which she casually 
mingled, subduing the ardour of human xove into some¬ 
thing like the. lowliness of adoration. Indeed, the persons 
who composed this society were manifestly below her even 
in earthly qualities; they were, for the most part, a 
homely, plain sort of people, who had'no pretensions to 
any thing much above mediocrity. It was no wonder, 
therefore, that, they exalted this girl into a kind of petty 
r divinity, and considered her as a, being of too superior an 
order for them to insult, with a proffer of aught, but the 
most humble and distant aflection. Although amongst 
them, she seemed not to be of them. With all her wor¬ 
shippers, she had not one lover: the feeling with which 
they regarded her was of quite ?> different, nature from 
what they indulged towards frail and imperfect creatures 
like themselves. They would not dare to approach her 
with so earthly a passion. Their attachment, to her was 
a mingled feeling—something between'that which wc owe 
“to a saint and that which wc have towards a sister. With 
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no much beauty and so much purity, it was at least to be 
expected that shtf would become a general favourite, and 
obtain within this primitive district (for 1 do not know 
that it spread any farther) one of those affectionate sur¬ 
names which the Scottish people are so fond of bestowing. 

Ere I had long continued to speak with her, the secret 
charm which had produced such wondrous effects upon all 
who lived within^ the sphere of its influence, began to 
unfold itself. Vet it is hard to describe in what it con- 
sisted, or how it gradually and unpercoivedly stole over 
the willing senses. It was chiefly due, perhaps, to an 
inborn sweeties of ilemeanour, ^natural beauty of manner, 
accompanied with such an exquisite purity of thought and 
lauguage, as indicated a mind not only perffcKly unsullied 
by a single taint of earth, but, as it were, incapable of 
being sullied frorrwts hallowed simplicity. Her sentiments 
were the untaught emanations of an innocent heart; her 
mode of oxpressing them, brief and artless. But the grace 
with which she smiled away her words, the pure, bird-like, 
melody of her voice, and tlifi ineffable benignity which 
shone like a glory on her brow, bound up the spirits of 
those who listened and looked, till they thought some 
vision of a brighter world had descended before them. 
After all, goodness, native, unassuming goodness of dis¬ 
position, was the source from w hence most of thesd qualities 
were derived: and as goodness itself is derived from 
heaven, it infused a spirit of angelicism into all her looks 
and thoughts and»words and Actions. This it was which, 
in spite of the envy of her own se*. and the earth liness o{ 
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the other, sanctified her, as it were, from the effects of both, 
and consecrated her amongst her fellow-mortals. 

I was soon like the others. At first, her outward 
qualities had struck me with admiration; but I now 
scarcely acknowledged, or at least recollected them : the 
lustre of her mind threw a halo round her person, and 
dimmed what it glorified. She stood, as it were, in the 
sphere of her own brightness, the effulgence of her own 
spirit; through which the outward form was scarcely dis* 
cernible, so great was the surrounding splendour. In this 
way, her personal beauty seemed only to attract observation 
to her moral loveliness, and then retire behind it. The 
longer I looked upon her, the less capable 1 was of seeing 
her outward-form : it faded in the spiritual brilliancy that 
enshrouded it. I found myself gradually imbibing a purer 
and less earthly sentiment towards her than personal admi¬ 
ration. As I became more intimate, 1 felt myself growing 
more distant; and from .wishing to touch that fine and 
„delicate hand, I now almost thought my touch would 
profane it. The rest of the night passed over in tranquil, 
but inexpressible joy. 

To the letier I had written acquainting my father with 
my proposed stay in the Highlands, he replied, that the 
business I spoke of being postjioned for some time, 1 might 
therefore employ the interval as l liked. Need 1 say, how 
1 employed it ? 1 felt that I was a better, a happier man, 
in the presence of Miss Leslie, and there I continually 
found myself. Wherever she was, she made a kind of 
^sanctity about her, and whilst within that sphere, it was 
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impossible to indulge a thought, a desire, but what was 
pure and holy. All the tempestuous emotions of the soul 
were laid at rest by her majestic serenity; the heart *put 
oft' all its unworthy affections, as if endeavouring to conform 
itself to an example so bright, and to render its worship 
more-acceptable. 

In the deep liosom of a mountain gjen, about three miles 
from Fairlie-liouse, the Leslies resitted. They were not. 
originally inhabitants of Lorn; but after the death of 
Colonel Leslie, his widow and daughter had retired to this 
sequestdled spot, whether by choice or necessity was 
unknown anefuninquired. Such angelic beauty as the 
Lily's suddenly descending amongst these wild scenes, in¬ 
clined the peasantry to think it had “ drapfVac heaven 
the beneficence with which they found it accompanied, 
seemed to confirfti the l>elief. Often, whilst I wanderer! 
towards (lie sanctuary of this secluded excellence, I was an 
involuntary witness of tfte estimation in which she was 
held, and how she deserved it. As her light, aerial foriy 
glided through the woody precincts of her own domain, or 
appeared for a moment amid the rocks and foliage of the 
glen, the peasant would lean upon his spaete, and, in the 
untaught eloquence of nature, pour Jorth tlie rapturous 
effusions of his heart on her goodness and beauty. As she 
passed the cottage-door, the gude wife would Stop her 
wheel, and utter a benediction upon her head, that could 
not but be heard where such prayers are directed. 1 have 
often seen her, like the An£el of Hope, standing at the 
sick bed-side, while she breathe# consolation and fortitude 
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into the soul bowed down by calamity • X have often seen 
her, like the Angel of Charity, enter a forlorn hovel, where 
she administered comfort to misery, and raised poverty 
from despair: 1 have often/often seen her, like the Angel 
of Pity, weep at the afflictions she could not relieve, and 
with the balm of her heavenly tears mitigate the pain of 
those deep heart-wounds which it was not jiermitted her to 
cure. 0 ! could I then wonder at the lave, almost super¬ 
stitious, with which she was beheld by these people 1 

I remember upon one occasion, talking with an old man, 
who had been 14 out in 15/* when in the midst of an ac-' 
count he was giving mc,pf the battle of Duinblaine, lie 
broke off with a sudden exclamation—“Ah l there she 
gaes! The bunnie Lily! May the blight never fa’ on her 
bosom!” “ Ay/’ said his wife, “ here she comes as le.:ht 
as the mist, wi’ her white wimple o’er her snavvy cheek! 
She’s gaun to awld Dame Spintrie’s, I warrant her, wi* a 
bit siller, or some’it to comfort the puir body!” “ I'd rather 
hae her blessing than anithcr's bountie,” rejoined Duncan; 
“ E’en tlx3 very gowan she smiles at, springs the sweetest!” 
Such were the feelings which she inspired. Beauty might 
have made he** the idol of the drawing-room; but it was 
only benevolence that could render her the favourite of the 
people. 

An unmerited prepossession of Mrs. Leslie’s in my 
favour, together with my own inclinations, had almost ren¬ 
dered the chateau in the glen another home to me. One 
evening I ventured a late and uneeremo.uous visit. The 
dews fell sweetly through the yellow beams of the dcs- 
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cending sun, upon the green turf. It was a peaceful, a 
hallowed—1 had yearly said, a religious evening; for the 
heart felt prone, in the solemn beauty of the hour, to ^ac- 
knowledge its satisfaction by thanksgiving and praise. I 
walked through the ancient hall of the chateau, which being 
lighted from the top, was now involved in a sombre gloom. 
The servant informed me that his mistress had not been 
very well that morning, but that he w«uld acquaint. “Miss 
Lily” with my presence. I could not iorbear smiling, even 
in my preseht mood, at this surname, which T found had 
insinuated itself amongst the lower orders, and was uttered 
with as little consciousness of its being a fictitious, as if it 
were a real appellation. This Tvas a plain demonstration, 
however, that it was founded in truth; it ij^ver would else 
have been naturalized so completely. Soon after, I heard 
her own sweet voice on the stairs, requesting me to walk 
up. She said that her mother had been ill, but that if I 
had no objection to see ftn invalid, they would both feel 
much pleasure in my company? 

I found Mrs. Leslie, whq looked very pale and de 5 
dining, seated on a sick couch at a large oriel window, 
which shed a dim splendour over the antique room. Upon 
a desk covered with rich crimson velvet, and supported by 
a slight tripod-frame, lay the sacred ‘volume, before her 
daughter’s chair, at the opposite side of the window. The 
Lily had been engaged in the tenderest of all duties—that 
of alleviating, by the sweet lessons of comfort and hope, 
the sufferings of an afflicted jiaient. It was for such an 
office that her sainted natuie besj fitted her: she was dcs- 
x 2 
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tiued to be a ministering angel upon earth, and td find her 
employed in such a function was no more than I expected. 
In t a few words 1 regretted having disturbed so holy an 
occupation; and said, that if 1 had thought my presence 
would have obliged it to be discontinued, that I should not 
thus have forced myself upon them. Mrs. Leslie, with a 
smile, assured me they had already finished their devotions, 
and that no false ceiatpony should have persuaded her to 
omit or curtail them. “ But, to show Mr. Worthington,” 
continued she to her daughter, “ that his presence would 
have no such effect'as he fears, open the volume, my love, 
and read another chapter.” Without a word, without a 
shadow of real or allotted ’ hesitation in reading before a 
stranger, Ma^ / Leslie drew the book nearer to her, opened 
it, and began. The chapter she casually selected was one 
of those beautiful and impassioned hymns which the in¬ 
spired lyrist composed to declare the glory of his Maker 
and his own humility. Her voice, angelically Sweet and 
clear, rose freely as she proceeded, until every tone, as if 
it came ^rom a golden string, rung deeply in the heart. 
W itli one hand upon the sacred page, but her countenance 
turned towards the tin one of mercy, she spoke as from her 
own breast* the sublime poetry, while her uplifted eyes 
seemed to follow every verse into heaven. At times, I 
thought sl^e appeared rising from the earth, and that her 
words were uttered far above me. She ceased, and the 
seraph became mortal again. 1 could not help sighing to 
myself—“ Mo! it is too much ! You capnot, should not 
be left long among i»s!, The beings of a higher sphere 



T1IE UI.Y or lOKN. 235 

will shortly claim their sister, and we must resign 
you!” 

Poes not the reader hope for such a conclusion to .this 
story? Would he not deeply lament, if, in relating it, I 
were obliged to inform him that so pure a being was con¬ 
demned to mingle in the low concerns of mortality—to ally 
its spotlessness \yith the stained and sullied creatures of 
eaith—to suffer the common-place accents of human life? 
What feeling, but that of regret, would possess his bosom, 
if 1 were compelled by truth to declare, that the Lily of 
Lorn had continued to inhabit, this world, until all its sweet¬ 
ness had mulshed, and all its beauty had gone ? For 
myself, even while 1 wept umnanly*tcars at her death, I 
rejoiced that Leaven had decreed it. EaAh was not her 
place, and she could not be happy upon it. 

I had often observed, that,, amidst, the deepest resignation 
to her lot., she still pined for the natural home of her spirit. 
As she beheld her parent waning out of existence, a sigh 
often escaped her, that she sEould be left alone in the 
world. l>ut it was better ordained. Upon i^y return 
from England, (where 1 had been obliged to go, and 
remain for almost a year, about the matters^! spoke of,) I 
was informed by my friends at laiilie, that "die amiable 
Mrs. Leslie was fast departing fiom earth. 1 went to the 
chateau, and was admitted 1o her couch, where*she lay in 
silent expectation of the destined hour. The Lily was 
sitting beside her. J looked at her cheek: “Ah!” thought 
1, “ the swcetest # flower is soonest faded! The hud will die 
with the parent-blossom!” T was assured of this from the 
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calm joy that s^t in her eye, and the brighter smite of her 
lip: “Yes!” it seemed to say—“Y/w, we shall die 
together!”—and it was so! As the stem withered, the 
branch declined. As the deathlike paleness of the matron’s 
brow increased, it was sympathetically reflected in that of 
the girl. When the one had sunk on the pillow of eternal 
rest, the other had closed her eyes for ever. They waned 
as it were by consent; and, like stars which are linked by 
some mysterious bond together, vanished into the skies at 
the same moment! 


"SO'fcNET. 

BY MISS MITFORP. 

Witiiin my little garden is a flower, 

A tuft of flowers, most like a sheaf of corn, 

The lilac-blossomed daisy that is bom 
At Michaelmas, wrought by the gentle power 
Of this s'vect Autumn into one bright,shower 

Of blooming beauty—Spring hath nought more fair 
Four sister-butterflies inhabit there, 

Gay, peaceful creatures ! Round that odorous bower 
They weave their dance of joy the live-long day, 
Seeming to bless the sunshine ; and at night 
Fold their enamelled wings as if to pray. 

11 ome-loving pretty ones ! would that 1 might 
For richer gifts as cheerful tribute pay. 

So meet the rising dawn} so hail the parting day- 
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1»Y RUIS. IlfiMASS. 


The dangerous Islet called the Bell Hock, on the coast of Fife, 
used formerly to be marked only by a Bell, which was so 
placed as to be swung by the motion of the waves, when the 
tide rose above the rock. A light-house has since been 
erected there. 


Wijf.n the tide’s billowy swell 
Had reached its height, 

Then tolled the Hock's lone diell. 
Sternly by night. 

Far over cliff and surge 
Swept the deep sound, 

Makinfj each wild*wind’s dirge 
Still more profound.* 
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YetSh^t funereal tone 
The sailor bless’d. 

Steering through darkness on, 
W ith fearless breast. 

E’en so may we, that float 
On life’s wide sea. 

Welcome each warning note. 
Stern though it be ! 


“ LOVEST THOU ME ?’ 

BY JAMES MONTGOMERY. 


“ Lovbst tliou me?” I hear my Saviour say : 
Oh ! that my heart had power to answer “ Yea, 
Thou knowcsl all things, Lord, in heaven above. 
And earth beneath : Thou knowest that 1 love ! ’ ’ 
But ’tis not so; in word, in deed, in thought, 

I do not, cannot love Thee as 1 ought.- 
Thy love must give that power. Thy love alone; 
There’s nothing worthy of Thee but thine own. 
Lord, with the love wherewith Thou Invest toe. 
Shed in my heart abroad, would I love Thee. 



THE INFLUENCE OF EXAMPLE. 


BY THE REV. J. THORNTON. 


Kxemplo plus quam ration^ vivimus.” 

“ We live more by example than realon.” 


Every one who has attentively marked the formation 
of character, will at once acknowledge, that man h^s 
been justly called an imitative creature. Direct instruc¬ 
tion carries less, and example much more weight, than is 
usually imagined. This is best evinced bj*observing that 
plastic period of life, when both the migd and'the manners 
are most yielding and susceptible. “We are all,” says 
IV!r. Locke, “especially in youth, a kind of dhaSneleons, 
that take a tincture from the objects around us.” The 
words of Seneca have gained the currency of an approved 
general maxim “ Longufh iter est per praecepta, breve 
fit efficax per exempla.”—Youf way by precepts is tec^i- 
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ous, by examples short and sure. Were our design to 
point out the influence which bad company has in vitiating 
and ensnaring youth, the difficulty would not be so much 
in finding facts, as in selecting and classifying them. We 
should l>e bewildered in the mass of materials, and de¬ 
monstration itself might wear an air of triteness. 

JTow many, besides Julius Caesar anu (diaries XII. of 
Sweden, have been roused by the story of die Macedonian 
Madman, to aspire after heroic fame! They can, un¬ 
moved, contemplate the earth deluged with torrents of 
blood and misery, so they may but win and wear the 
wreaths of conquest. Nor does it rarely happen, that 
one fierce, daring spirit inflames a multitude, though in 
prosecuting their wild career, they are chiefly distinguished 
by petty exploits of mischief and extravagance. Promp¬ 
titude and energy, when joined with rccentiicity, often 
act with the power of enchantment on the impassioned 
minds of the young. Schiller’s play, called the Robbers, 
was forbidden the stage in one town, because it was dis¬ 
covered (hat certain juvenile frequenters of the theatre, 
had been instigated by it to bind themselves in a secret 
confederacy te*go out into the woods, and live the life of 
freebooters. Thus,we sec, that not merely real characters, 
but fictitious also, which vividly represent them, possess 
, and exvrtj in no small degree, this powerful species of 
fascination. 

Rut there are many who have none of the elements of 
ambition and enterprise in their nature, und of course can 
never be spurred to daring deeds. True; yet, have they 
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not other propensities, which expose them to peril in an 
opposite quarter? \ Arc they not liable to bo drawn into 
the low haunts of|gross sensuality? (lay and sprightly 
triflers first hang out the lure of pleasure on the borders of 
forbidden ground. Dissipation and luxury, deadly and 
odious as they are, and from their natuie necessarily must 
be, can assume a*fair and tempting exteiior, and call the 
unwary with the softness and melody %f a Siren’s voice. 
But. it is compionly example which has the greatest force 
of attraction. Let one erafty decoy lejyl the way, and a 
train of duges eagerly follow to their own ruin. “ lie,” 
says the eloquent Bishop Taylor, “ that means to be 
temperate, and avoid the crime and dishonour of being 
a drunkard, must not love to partake of the songs, or 
bear a part in the foolish scenes of laughter, which dis¬ 
tract wisdom, and*fright her from the company.” 

There is a vagueness, # a coldness, a bleak and wintry 
sterility, in the best abstract ^principles. Wc always 
prefer a pattern to a precept; for should both be equally 
understood, which is seldom *thc case, they jfe never 
both equally felt. “ Verbal teaching,” says Dr. George 
Campbell, u when in its highest perfection, Hornes as far 
short of good example, even for conveying just ideas of 
duty, as a verbal description of a man’s person to those 
who never saw him, would fall short of a masterly portrait 
or statue of him; or as the most elegant account that 
could be given in words, of the figure, the situation, and 
the fortifications df a town, would fall sliort. of an accu¬ 
rate map or model of it. And again, if, in order to avoid 
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some imminent danger, or to attain some Valuable end, I 
mast climb a steep and craggy mountain, to appearance 
inaccessible, or must pursue my way through some lone 
and dreary desert; do but show me the print of a human 
foot, or rather point out others who appear to have suc¬ 
cessfully engaged in the same arduous enterprise, and I 
shall sooner be prevailed on to attempt it than by ten 
thousand argument.” , . 

Adverting again to the years of childhood, the good 
example of parents has unquestionably the most powerful 
and benign influence ; and the very endearment and ten¬ 
derness intimately connected with the relation, are suffi¬ 
cient to account for it. In the subsequent stages of human 
life, even the recollection of those early impressions thrills 
the heart with feelings of pleasure, love, and veneration ; 
and, wakening anew, invest all the objects, scenes, and 
sentiments of that interesting period, with an exquisite and 
happy charm. “ How ogen,” saith Bishop llall, “ have 
-1 blessed the memory of those passages of experimental 
divinity, 4 which I have heard from the mouth of my 
mother! What day did she pass without being much 
engaged in private devotion 1 Never have any lips read 
to me such feeling lectures of piety, and her life and 
death were saint-like.” Here, indeed, we find the incul¬ 
cation of principle, and the exhibition of correspondent 
practice, conjointly touching and affecting the opening 
faculties of the mind ; but it is easy to see, in the very 
tenure and cast of the language employed, how much the 
.efficacy of the former depended on the influence of the 
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latter. Augustine, Hooker, Flavel, Cecil, and many 
others, have left testimonies in many respects similar to 
that which has just been recited. These memorials shotdd 
render Christian parents anxious to present religion to 
their children in a lovely and engaging form. W here it 
is not so presented, the creed and tire commandments are 
taught in vain. '1 recollect reading of a son, who once 
said to his father, ‘‘ I have done evil, Vrt 1 have learned 
of you.” 

Next in importance after parents, must be placed tire 
character and spiiit of those guardians and tutors, to 
whom tlio eddbation of youth js entrusted. A nd when 
such as have this high and arduous duty to perform, 
possess qualities calculated to create and rivsVattacliment, 
what happy effects jnay he anticipated! The most ap¬ 
propriate instances which occurs to my mind, for illus¬ 
trating this point, is drawn from the life of the amiable 
and devout I’enclon. The Djike of Burgundy, when 
placed under his care, was proud, porverse, irritable, 
obstinate, and violent. lie phsscssed a good capacity, 
and discovered a promptitude in acquiring all* kinds of 
knowledge; but the fierceness and turbulence of his 
passions made him a terror to all aryund lum. The 
lessons and the life of Fenelon, in a short time effected 
an extraordinary change in him. Ilis talents wfcr^cuiti- 
vated and improved, iris tempers were softened and sub¬ 
dued, and he became not less agreeable as a gentleman, 
than accomplished as a prince. That much was in this 
case owing to the wisdom, dignity,‘candour, and mildness t 
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of his excellent tutor, has been readily admitted by all. 
Fcnelon seems to have had a singulajt power of conci¬ 
liating esteem and affection, l>y exhibiting virtue and 
piety arrayed in their most winning and attractive charms. 
Even Lord Peterborough, the sceptical wit, when he 
lodged with this prelate, was so interested in his conver¬ 
sation, that on his departure he exclaimed, “ If I stay 
hero any longer, S shall become a Christian in spite of 
myself.” But while those who are rising up in life are 
Confessedly much .influenced by parents, guardians, and 
tutors, their characters, for the most part, are still more 
modified by the companions of their own'rank and age. 
Ductile and pliant, they easily receive impressions; ar¬ 
dent and unsuspecting, they are more ready to pursue 
a track opened for them, than to strike out one for them¬ 
selves. Out present concern is not Vo enter into any 
philosophical discussion of the, cause of this, but merely 
to stale the filet; nor does it appear of any consequence, 
.though some rare exceptions could be produced, while the 
general p rinciple is established. 

Prom what has been above advanced, we may fairly 
infer, that itt is a matter of the highest moment for all, 
but particularly the young, to choose those associates 
whose good character and good conduct have been both 
well khoivn and well tried. Doubt and uncertainty on this 
head, ought instantly to check and repress intimacies, 
though they should not form an absolute bar to all inter¬ 
com sc. Let not this inference from the reasoning of tho 
.preceding pages, be branded with the charge of monastic 
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rigour, or attributed to a system of discipline too elevated 
and refined to be ever practicable. If the value of good 
example be once . dmitted, it is a fair conclusion that %ve 
should be incessanyly careful in the selection of our ac¬ 
quaintance and friends. To say or insinuate the contrary, 
is to allow in the gross what is denied in the detail,— 
to build up with one hand, and pull down with the 
other. 

Hut grant that friends are to be chosen with due caution 
and care,—what then ? Why, it will fairly follow, that 
mere personal attractions and showy accomplishments, 
wit and spirit, humour and vivacity, where a sense of 
delicacy and propriety is wanting, can set up very slender 
and inadequate claims to our regard ;—that we are not to 
trust ourselves with persons whose prominent qualities 
please and fascinate only to ruin and destroy ;—and that 
it is dangerous long to admire what we cannot, on moral 
grounds, really approve. ' 

But methinks the sprightly votary of pleasure, as yet 
unentangled in its toils, briskly replies. What thru can we 
do, unless we had some wonder-working insuuincnt, like 
the spear of Jthuriel, to detect evil at a tough, and make 
every fiend under a fair disguise, start qp in his own like¬ 
ness in a moment 1 Such an instrument cannot be found : 
but a little good sense and consideration, mhedd with 
patience, will serve the purpose, if not so speedily, quite 
as well. The warnings which age and experience impart, 
arc, at any rate, vorlhy to bef weighed. It is a fact, that 
young people aie apt to be ohavnfcd with those qualities 
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which lie on the surface, which flitter to'the eye, or cap¬ 
tivate the fancy, without taking time or^measures to form 
any just estimate of those attributes whjph alone give ster¬ 
ling worth to the character. With m^re generosity than 
wisdom, they give an easy credit to wo,at is plausible ; and 
though assured that counterfeits abound, me usually too 
impatient and sanguine to apply a test by which they 
might soon lie detected and exposed. If the hints which 
have been given on this subject are accurate, the choice 
of fit associates is of incalculable importance to young 
persons of both sexes. Their principles, their tastes, their 
tempers, their habits, and pursuits, are all considerably 
affected and modified by the company they keep. 

The force £ good example exerts an influence over us 
in books as well as in society, though not perhaps in an 
equal degree. The position, were it necessary, might 
easily be sustained by facts; but few, it may be presumed, 
will require any formal proof in a matter so evident. 
Taking the point for granted, there is therefore the, same 
reason for the exercise of a discriminative judgment, and a 
virtuous (L’d.acy, in fixing the preference we give to books, 
as to friends. Hewho actually shuns thecoropany of debau¬ 
chees and blasphemers, yet can relish or even endure lewd¬ 
ness and blasphemy in the form of a novel ora narrative, has 
no real lcve to moral purity. Virtue, with him, is a thing 
of ceremony and show, of interest and expediency. Some 
writer has said, “History is philosophy, teaching by 
example.” The assertion would be mo correct as ap¬ 
plied to biography than to history; for the latter is too 
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general to answer the purpose, at least, with equal effect. 
Biography, wiseli chosen, supplies a kind of reading, pe¬ 
culiarly interestit* and advantageous. It furnishes “the 
best specimens of wcellenee in every kind, the choicest 
products of knowledge and wisdom, virtue and piety, from 
every soil. Biogra|>Tly affords to young people the means 
of forming a circle of acquaintance, in every respect un¬ 
exceptionable. # They can converse wtyh these freely, dis¬ 
miss or recall them at pleasure, without giving offence; 
receive their counsel and imbibe their spirit, without en¬ 
gendering suspicion, or incurring the charge of servility. 
“ IIow mafty•pictures of the bravest men,'’ says Cicero, 
“ have the Greek and Roman writers left us, not only to 
contemplate, hut likewise to imitate! Tftfcc illustiious 
models 1 always set before me, and have formed my con¬ 
duct by contemphiting their virtues.” But in this age, 
and Christian country, we have brighter patterns of every 
thing truly great anti good, than the philosopher, whose 
language we have here repeated, had to boast. 

On the other hand, a good man may be instrumental in 
diffusing the fruits of righteousness, much fariAr than his 
most sanguine thoughts had anticipated. Uas he genius 
and intellectual energy 1 llovv powerfully lit? pleads the 
cause of truth! While the productions of Voltaire or 
Hume are scattering poison, his efforts are successfully 
excited to heal and purify. Has he wealth"? JIow wide 
a surface does he make it to fertilize and cheer! How 
much pressing nysery does he remove—how much positive 
good communicate ! Has he civil authority ! The vicious 
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aie repressed, the virtuous encouraged. In a wont, while 
he is intent on supporting the sacred caj’se of freedom, or 
of maintaining and promoting, amidsf- 1 ' the clamour of 
prejudice and the rancour of opposition, the claims of 
justice, of benevolence, and of rcligi«h,—his energy, his 
firmness, his activity, his prudence and perseverance, are 
kindling in many other bosoms a similar spirit. Ilis light 
so shines before meu, that they see his . good works, and 
glorify God in the day of visitation. If such he (he im¬ 
portance attached to example, how ought we to watch 
and guard Our conduct! Property may be lost and re¬ 
covered ; but the influence which character* gives, if even 
weakened and impaired, is seldom restored. What dili¬ 
gence, tempelanee, and circumspection, are necessary in 
those who draw many Others in their train! Their virtues 
and graces arc strong, in exact proportion as they are 
bright and fair. To be eminently useful, they must be 
eminently exemplary. .A tyl can we witness a more inter¬ 
esting or animating sight, than a good man finishing the 
course ofyife and beneficence, in calm peace and un¬ 
clouded joy!' Like a summer sun, he sinks below the 
horizon and disappears • but the excellence of his character 
remains, and sheds a mild and lovely ladiauce over the 
whole surrounding scene. 
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Tuis Sc iio<>T fc -iiov had been rambling all the day, 

A careless, thoughtless idler, till the njght 
Came on, find warned him homeward ; then he left 
The meadows*where the morning had been passed. 
Chasing the butterfly, anil took the road # 
Toward the cottage where his mother dwelt : 

J le had her parting blessing, and she watched 
Once more to breathe the welcome to her child. 
Who sauntered lazily—ungrateful boy ! 

Till deeper darkness came o’er r sky and earth. 

And then he ran, till, almost breathless grown. 

He passed within the wicket-^ato which led 
Into the village church-yard—then he paused*,‘ 

And earnestly looked round; for o’er his head 
The gloomy cypress waved, and at his*feet 
Lay the last bed of many a villager. 

But on again he pressed with quickened step, 

“ Whistling aloud to keep his courage up.” 

The bat came flapping by ; the ancient church 
Threw its deep shadows o’er*the path he trod. 

And the boy trembled like the a£pen leapf; 
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For now he faucied that all shapeless forms 
Came flitting by him, each with a bony hand. 
And motion as if threatening ; while a^weight 
Unearthly pressed the satchel and thafslate 
He strove to keep within his grasp. /flie wind 
Played with the feather that adorned his cap, 
And seemed to whisper something horrible. 

The clouds had garnered thickly round the moon, 
But now and then her light shone gloriously. 
Upon the sculptured tombs and humble graves. 
And in a moment all was dark again. 

O’ercomo with terror, the pale boy sank flown, 
And wildly gpzed around him, till his eye 
Pell on a stone, on which these warning words 
Were carved:— 

“ Time ! thou art flying rapidly— 

But whither art thou flying?” 

“To the grave—which yours will be— 

I Vail not for the dying. 

In early youth you laughed at. me. 

And, laughing, passed life’s morning : 

But in thy age J laugh at thee— 

Too late to give thee warding.” 

“ Heath ! thy shadowy form 1 see. 

The steps of Time pursuing ; 

Like him, thou eomest rapidly— 

What deed must thou be doing?” 
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" Mortal, my message is for thee— 

Thy chain to earth is rcnded; 

1 bear thee tft eternity— 

Prepare—thy course is ended!” 

Attentively the fainting boy perused 

The warning lines—then grew more terrified ; 

For from the g%iv,e there seemed to riV a voice 
Repeating them, and telling him of time 
Mispent, of death approaching rapidly. 

And of the dark eternity that followed. 

His fears ineiSasect, till on the ground he lay 
A (most bereft of feeling and of sense— 

And .there his mother found him : 

From the damp church-yard sod she bore her child, 
Frightened to fee's his clammy hands, and hear 
The sighs and sobs that from his bosom came 

’Twas strange the influence which that fearful hour 
Had o'er his future life ; for frtim that night 
Tie was a thoughtful and industrious boy! 

And still the memory of those warning words 
Bids him reixect— now that he is a ljian, 

And writes those feeble lines that others may. 


R. V, 



ON THE DEATH OF 


HENRY ADDINGTON LECIIMERE, Esq. 

Who was unfortunately drowned, while bathing, July 30, 1820. 
OY THOMAS GENT. 


In the midst of life, we are in death.” 


Sad illustration of this awful truth 

i 

Was thy untimely death, lamented youth! 

Cut off, i:i life’s gay prime, when all did seem 
One day of sunshine, one eternal dream 
Of endless pleasure.—Passion rules *he hour, 

And o’er the youthful heart retains a power 
So strong,—in vain does rea .on interpose; 

We rarely think our day to war its close, 

Till sad experience comes, alas 1 too late. 

And w.hes in tears of blood some tale of fate. 

Be this thy epitaph—thy memory's boast— 

That those who knew thee longest, loved thee most. 
Thy heart was generous, unsrspecting, free, 

Thy spirit noble, as a man’s should be; 

Love o’er thy ardent mind held high controul, 

But friendship was the mirror of thy soul. 
Reflecting truly bright those virtues dear, 

Which long shall claim the homage of a tear! 



A SKETCH FROM REAL LIFE. 


BY JOHN LUSCOMJ1F. 


“ I shall sleep so sweetly. 

Laid tn my darksome grave, that they themselves 
Might envy me my rest !** 

Henry Ktimtr White. 


“Mv own sweet diome,” thought Charles Lumleigh, as 
he was whiiled rapidly alojig on the stagecoach, “with 
what pleasure shall I again return t0 thee! and you too, 
my loved mother and sisters, the pain of my separation 
from you is amply repaid by the delight I now experience.” 
ilte coach here turned a sharp angle of the road,*and he 
.ruined his eyes in endeavouring to discern the fir- 
crowned hills of the seat of his forefathers# Taney vividly 
pa' 1 a few faifit specks At the distance, like the woods 
m. circled his mother’s residence, and the tears stlrted 
in his eyes as he gazed. He was but eighteen, and had 
not yet entered into that period of life, when the kind and 
virtuous feelings of bsyhood are "silenced by the deceitful 
z 
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pleasures of man, or lost in the cares and attentions which 
too often occupy the breasts of the inhabitants of this 
sinful world. 

Charles Eumleigh was, at the time my story commences, 
returning from the university, where he had kept one term; 
and had there gained a character of attention and regu¬ 
larity which is often thelet'ersc of that, given to students 
when first released from the fancied .hraldom of their 
parents. From childhood it had been hisjwish to become 
a minister of the Emtestant Church, and this intention had 
gradually strengthened as he arrived to maturer years. 
He was heir to a comfortable fortune and estates, which, 
by the decease of his father, devolved on him, on his 
entering his twenty-first year; and in the event of his death 
before that time, they would become the property of his liro- 
ther, a lad who had just entered the British Navy. It was 
not therefore the love of gain which had influenced him; hut 
a sincere aud earnest desire to Income a promulgator of the 
Gospel, and the blessed words of eternal life. 

The'coach had now arrived at the town of I)-, which 

was about two miles from Elmwood, the seat of%» 
J.umleigh family; and leaving his trunk at the inn, he pro 
ceeded on foot toward his home. During the few months 
he had been at Oxford, a visible change had taken jgfatce 
in liis appearance: the clear, transparent bloom olijwath 
had fled, and his cheek was ashy pale; his step, no longer 
swift and firm, was slow and faltering, and his fine form 
appeared weakened and attenuated by disease. In truth, 
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he was ill, and on this account he had been permitted to 
return during the time devoted to study; but in his letters 
to his mother he had slightly mentioned it, and this instance 
evinced his constant attachment to a beloved parent, in his 
endeavours to conceal from her the illness that was slowly 
consuming him. The path to Klmwood lay over a high 
down for nearly half a mile, and then wound round the 
side of the hill ^ by many a picturesque lane and leafy 
avenue, to the lodge of the Lumleigh residence. Charles 
was not sorry when he reached the entrance of the pleasant 
road, which was partly shaded by the young leaves of 
April. The s - *n, though early in the spring, shone with 
fervour, and he felt, exhausted by the heal ere he had half 
crossed the sandy common; but in this coolvetreat he felt 
no alleviation of his fatigue, and from extreme weariness 
threw himself at tty: foot of a large oak on the borders of 

the lane, and in a few moments fell into a broken and 

• 

uneasy slumber. How long he had slept, he knew not, but 
the loud baiking of a dog awakened him. lie hastily^ 
unclosed his eyes, and beheld* his faithful and attached 
£ajsar leaping around him, and by various gaftibols en¬ 
deavouring to call his attention. He half arose , and extend¬ 
ing his hand, the shaggy Newfoundlaiuhdog w;!s instantly 
in. his arms, and almost overpowered him with his caresses. 
At this moment, a sportive laugh reached his Sait, and, 
looking up, he beheld two fair, youthful countenances 
peeping at him cautiously through the branches of the 
hedge, and both burning with*sisterly affection. “ Dear, 
dear girls, how long have you been waiting for me? I am 
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quite ashamed that. I should have slept here; but indeed I 
could not help it,” said Charles, as he assisted them to 
defend the bank. The sisters assured him they had not 
waited long ; but Caroline, the eldest, exclaimed anxiously, 
“ It was wrong, very wrong, dear Charles, to lie on the 
damp ground; see,/he dew still remains on the grass, and 
you have left the print of your arm on that wet moss. I 
find,” she continued, smiling, “ T must \\atch my careless 
brother nan-owly.” The happy trio resumed their walk, 
beguiling the time, by inquiries and replies respecting 
the dear inhabitant of Elmwood, which was soon reached, 
and in the warm embrace of bis mother, Charles foi got his 
laborious studies, and consequent illness. 

On the following morning, Mrs. Lumleigh questioned 
her son about his health, with that minute attention which 
a tender parent only can feel and describe. Charles strove, 
as far as he was able, to calm tljose emotions which it was 
evident his mother felt, aitfl laughingly pointed to his glow¬ 
ing face, and asked if that savoured of illness. Mrs. 
Lumleigh shook her head, but did not reply; she knew too 
well that the crimson hue on his cheek was not that of 
health, and in spite of her son’s remonstrances, a messenger 

was despatched fo\-a physician from I)-. Dr. R. did not 

arrive.until evening, when Charles, who had fatigued him¬ 
self in rambling through the grounds with his sisters, was 
stretched languidly on a couch, and vainly endeavouring 
to sleep, which seemed, when courted, to fly from him. 
The worthy physician was visibly affected at the sight of 
his patient, ami in a broken voice, aftei mature reflection, 
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said, that every attention must be paid him, in order to stay 
the progress of the disease, which had arrived at an alarm¬ 
ing height; then promising to vixit.him the next day, with 
a sorrowful heart departed. 

Mrs. Lumleigh, who had long known Doctor It., was 
convinced that he felt more than he expressed; and, with 
an aching heart,, she knelt in fervent prayer to Him who 
alone can calm the troubled spirit, an\ lieal the wounded 
breast. She know that lie could raise her*child from the 
bed of sickness, or take him to his own kingdom, and she 
bowed in resignation to his dispensations, whatever they 
might he. ' 

A few days had elapsed, and no change had taken place 
in the disorder of the youthful sufferer; \mt his mother 
and all the inhabitants of Elmwood were fearful that, he 
was hastening to “ that bourne fiom whence no traveller 
returns.” On the ninth day there was a fearful alteration 
in his appearance ; his eyt*s were sunk, and scarcely could 
be be raised in his bed ; whilst his deep, hollow, and 
frequent fits of coughing, ware the only sounds, that 
echoed through the mansion. Sleep alone afforded a tran¬ 
sient cessation from pain ; and' during a short slumber 
J)r. 11. visited him. 11 is entrance awoke hfrn, but he 
continued silent, and listened to the conversation of those 
around. The voices of the speakers were so low* tjiat he 
could only hear a few words: this sentence distinctly 
reached him : ** Tie never can recover; he may linger for 
some time, though l should jbink not more than a few 
weeks.” The voice then cease^* and Outlies feebly 
/. 2 
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called to his mother, who, with Dr. It., instantly ap¬ 
proached the bed. He extended his hand to the latter, 
andin a tremulous voice said, “ Sir, I tjhank you for what 
1 have just heard; I will not deceive you, 1 have not 
slept, and your assurances that I shall never recover have 
been listened to with greedy attention by me. I again 
repeat,* 1 am thankail to you for informing me. of my 
danger. Until noyf, I had a few faint hopes that I might 
have lived some years longer. I know 1 have too fondly 
clung to this world, when L should have fixed my thoughts 
on another; but God, in bis infinite mercy, will, 1 trust, 
forgive the sins of a guilty, erring mortal like myself’— 
here a severe fit of coughing piecluded the possibility of 
his farther speaking, and he sunk exhausted on the pillow. 
Still his thoughts returned to the words he at first heaul. 
“ 'Hum 1 must die,” he mentally exclaimed. “ A'ever 
again shall 1 behold the friends of my youth—never, never! 
Oh, what a sense of dreariness r\ocs it convey to my heart!” 
and a few, a veiy few tears fell at the idea. “ But what 
"am 1 grieving fori Do I mourn the separation from this 
-world, and the deprivations of its pleasures—its few tran¬ 
sient pleasures? A r o, no! it is not that 1 care for. 

- Wherefore then do T mourn ? O God ! look down on mo, 
thy guilty creature, and shed the light of thy merciful 
countenance upon me, to enable me to withstand th<^ 
temptations that nofr assail me.” This short, though 
fervent prayer, calmed his perturbation, and he fell into 
a slumber, which lasted for mnuy hours. 

it was Ute in the evening when he awoke, and softly 
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withdrawing the curtain, behold his mother watching by 
the side of his bed: in her hand she held a watch, and a 
gloss of medicine^stood by her. ghe tenderly raised jit to 
his lips, at the same time saying, “ It will do you much 
good, dear Charles; Dr. R. assures me it will ease the 
paift that torments you/* Her son unhesitatingly swal¬ 
lowed it, and when he had finished it, replied,—“ To 
oblige you, my dearest mother, I will-Jake anything; but 
it is all in vain : il is like fanning a few expiring embers, 
which, though they burn for a time, are quickly quenched, 
and soon die away.” The soporific draught he had taken 
he soon felt the influence of, and, with a languid smile, 
said lie could talk no longer. Ilia Sleep now lasted until 
the sun had risen far above the horizon, anfl shed streams 
of golden light, through the closed shutters of the apart¬ 
ment. Caroline J_.umleigh was seated near the bed, and 
wept tears of unfeigned joy when she heard the cheerful 
sound of her brother's voice. He spoke now in a clear, 
film tpne, and expressed a wish to be moved to a sofa in 
the next apartment; but this request was not deemed 
prudent, to be complied with, until the arrival#)f Dr. R. 
Impatiently Charles waited the physician's visit.. 

At length his well-known step was heard entering 
the room, and the patient was satisfied at being allowed 
to quit his bed. Supported by his mother and J)r. R., 
he was placed on a couch, which was drawn near the 
open window. It was a beautiful afternoon in May, and 
the odour of a thousand blossoms stole heavily through 
the casement. “ What a lovely world is .this!" exclaimed y 
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Charles, as, resting his head on his mother’s bosom, his 
eyes wandered over the scene; “ but. its beauties are 
trifling when compared to those of that heavenly kingdom 
which I am fast approaching. Nay, do not weep, dearest 
mother,” he continued, as her warm tears fell rapidly on 
his face; “ grieve not for me ; 1 am resigned to die. I 
did once hope that Anight li\e to be a comfort to you and 
a friend to my deiuyyisters; but Henry, I know, will never 
forget them, in his breast the seeds of virtue have, I trust, 
taken such deep root, as time will not speedily eradicate. 
Tell him, from me, as my last request, to remember the 
doctrines of our blessed Lord ; for through the knowledge 
of his laws, and a desir6 to walk in his paths, can we 
alone hope to* rise to the life immortal in heaven.” He 
was here interrupted by the entrance of his two sisters. 
They had been wandering through the grounds, by their 
brother’s wish, to find a few early roses. The invalid 
received them gratefully; but /ie soon relapsed into si¬ 
lence, and appeared intfently watching the departure 
of the sun behind the mountains of his native county. 
When it had sunk from his view, he turned to> the dear 
relatives who sat by him, and said, “ I shall never see 
that bright luminary rise again. Heath approaches; but 
I do not tremble. My sisters, I have a very foolish wish, 
still 1 know it will be gratified ; it is, that you place a 
rose upon my giave, whilst they remain in bloom. And 
now, farewell! Bless you—bless you all!”—A faint 
smile illumed his lips, which moved as if in prayer;— 
they were soon stilled—the blissful soul had fled! 
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For nearly half a century, a cluster of blushing roses 
were, during the summer months, thrown across the urn 
that marked the grave of Charles Lumlcigh ; but the 
flowers themselves, and lire hand that placed them, arc 
relurned to dust, like hirn who sleeps beneath the sod. 

Combe ItoyuJ, Devon. 


SONNET TO A YOUNG LADY, 

ny'-rryi nohtiia mftonshike feasant. 

JVIahjf.n ! the blooms of happiness surrouifd thee ; 

The world’s bright side, like thy young visions fair, 

(lay and unclouded, smile in raptures round thee, 

VV slli joys unconscious of encroaching care; 

The poesy of life hath sweetly found thee— 

Ah! would thy sunshine haS no clouds to share, 

And the young flowers with which her joys have crowned 
thee. 

Would they were dreams as lasting as they’re fair. 

l!ut Nature, Maiden, hath its winter;—Care,* 

* 

Or more or less, in anjbush waits to wound thee. 

Then cheat thy gentle heart with no frail token* 

From witching Hope—far better joys pursue : 

1 know her closest bonds are easy broken. 

Amt feel the pipture 1 have drawn too true. 

.1,011 N ( LAHE. 



ODE TO THE RUINS OP ITALICA. 


[Prom the Sjpanlsb of Kioja.] i 


Fabio these plains, so desolate and drear. 

And this antique rude hill, was once.renowncd 
Italica the Glad! Established here 
Was Scipio’s conquering colony. Look round : 

, Nought now but crumbling fragments strew the ground 
Fallen lies the pomp of her-feared wall, the last 
Sole piteovs relic of her people, classed 
With gods in war! What trophies now but tombs 
Survive their memories, ’midst whose ivied glooms 
Shades of high title wander 1 This lone plain 
Was,on:e a square,—a temple towered on that,— 

Of both, the dim foundations scarce remain : 

The sumptuous baths arc ashes; every gust 
Whirls them away with the gymnasium's dust; 



ODE TO TIIE REISS OF ITARICA. 


263 


And towers that mocked the storm in haughty state, 
Have long since sunk beneath their own vast weight! 

This shattered amphitheatre, that rose 

In impious gratitude to gods, whose shame 
The odious eider and rank weed proclaim, 

Now to a tragic stage transfigured, sfiows 
A fairy fable—romance. How grand 
W as once its glory, and how absolute 
Its ruin is ! How wild a waste of sand 

Fills its void circus ! Whence the loud salute 
Of multitudes amended, glides the brute 
To its accustomed lair. 

But where’s the naked gladiator 1—where 
The mighty wrestler 1 Vanished! and the hymn 
Of joyous crowds»is changed for silence dim. 

Yet here, e’en here, fierce Time exhibits still 
Scenes that with such amhze tl^e spirit fill, 

That, whilst the present, awes the gaze, it hears 
Voices of sorrow breathed froifi by-gone years! 

Here was that bolt of battle bom to Home, 

The father of his country, pride of Spain, 

Trajan, the happy and the good! to whom 
The mute earth bowed, rejoicing in his chaifi. 
From the sun's eastern cradle to his’grave 
In the far West, beyond the Gadite wave. 

Tlie ivory cradlesjhat but yesterday 
Rocked Theodosius at his birth asleep. 
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Adrian and Silius, now are worn away, 

And o’er the spot funereal ivies weep. 

Of roses, laurels, and* sweet jasmines then 
Gay looked the gardens, where the dead morass 
Now stagnates, and the gadding brambles creep : 

The palace built fijr Casar, lies, alas 1 
Roofless, and wide o’er capital and fricee 
The lively lizftd .fans itself at ease :—, 

Palaces, gardens, Cffisars, aU are fled, 

And even the stones on which their names were 
read ! 


Fabio, if yet thou weep’st not, cast thine eye 

Down those void streets, these shattered marbles 
mark— 

Column, proud statue, and triumphr.1 arc. 

Hurled down by Nemesis the strong, to lie 
Where deep nnwhisperinp silence and chill gloom 
Their lords of old celebrity entomb. 

Even thus I figure, in her’storied fall, 

Troy ihe'riivine, e’en thus her heaven-built wall 
liggtjike a garment; and thus thee, proud Romo, 
f brave hejoes and great kings, to whom 
T w^ c name sta y* > nod thus 1 picture thee, 

Irani equal laws availed not, darling pile 
Of Pallas, wisdom-loving Athens!—ye 
Were yesterday the envy of all states; 

To-day—woe, woe the While— 

Ashes and mighty solitudes !—the Fates 
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Reverenced you not, nor aught availed you then— 
Athens, thy sophists ! Rome, thy mailed men ! 

But why should fancy rove so far to seek 
Fresh food for sorrow, better furnished here! 
This less example will suffice to speak. 

Of wail and weeping: to her sigh? apgpar 
Still on this haupte,d ground the smoked thejulaze, 
Altar, and victim; still haarse accents drear, 
Breathed by its Genius, people all the jdace 
With hoary- tales ani superstitions gray: 

The neighbouring shepherds o/t at midnight hear 
A mournful, melancholy voice, that cries— 

“ Fallen is Italics!”—“ Italics!” 

The weeping echo of the wood replies, 

“ Fallen is Italiea!” and sad, they say. 

The name of fair Italiea overthrown, 

'Midst the lone ruins water the hollow groan 
Of thousand shades illustrious, till their fears 
And holy horror yield to pitying tears. 

Forlorn Italieathis cypress crown. 

Which as a grateful visiter 1 owe 
Thy sacred manes, to thy^rast renown 

I consecrate with weeping : so may’st thou, 

For the funereal ashes in whose praise 
This sweet scone’s mournful elegy 1 raise ; 

Receive the pious tribute I bestow; 

For my fond plaints kind usury allow : 

2 A 
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Grant me to see Geruncio the divine. 

Thy martyr's holy bones ; ah ! show some sign 
Of-his dear tomb, and X with pious pride 
Will strew with tears and flowers the rocks that hide 
His blest sarcophagus! But no, my prayer 
Asks the sole solace which thou shouldst not spare,— 
The only bliss stern Fate would not destroy. 

His lovely relics and thine own enjoy, 

For the world’s envy, and respect of all 
Who, like me, visit, to deplore your fall! 



CHRIST STILLING THE TEMPEST. 


BY MBS. HEMANS.j 


“ But the ghip was now in the midst of the sea, tossed with 
w^vert>for the wind was contrary.’* 

St. MaVriugw, Chap. xiv. Ver. 24. 


Fear was within the tossing bark. 

When stormy whirls grew loud, 

And waves came rolling l$jgh and dark, 

And the tall mast was bowed. 

And men stood breathless in their dread. 
And baffled in their skill— 

Hut One was there, who rose and.said 
To the wild sea. Be still! 

And the wind ceased—it ceased—that word 
Passed through the gloomy sky ; 

The troubled*billows knfcw their Lord, 

And sank beneath his eye! 
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And slumber settled on tire deep. 

And silence on the blast, 

«, As when the righteous falls asleep; 
When death’s tierce thioes are past. 

Thou-that didst rule the angry hour, 
And tame tho tempest’s mood,—i 
Oh ! send thy, Spirit forth in power. 
O’er oiir dark souls to,brood ! 

Thou that didst bow the billow’s pride, 
Thy mandates to fulfil,— 

So speak to passion’s raging tide. 
Speak' and say,—reace, be still! 



A TALE OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. 


IjY.AN OLD TKAVELUEK 


When jjhe French Revolution broke out in 1789,1 hail 
just completed my*21 fit year, aqd left the academic bowers 
of Cambridge to travel for a few years over the Continent. 
Proud of being a native of the only free country in Europe, 
my mind full of the early deeds of Greece and Rome, and 
my imagination seduced by visions of ideal perfection and 
happiness, 1 hailed wills transport what I then conceived 
the first dawn of liberty in France, and giving up all 
thought of travelling farther, immediately set olf for Paris, 
there to watch and study the taighty workings of a people 
I had pictured to myself as shaking off, by «ne sudden 
and sublime effort, the rivetted chains of despotism and 
ignorance. 

The numerous letteis of introduction 1 was furnished 
with, procured me an admittance into the l)6st«society, 
and I had full opportunities of becoming acquainted with 
the feelings wf the different parties which then divided the 
capital. The majority of tilt: nobility and clergy I saw 
were panic-struck. The incredulous derision with which 
2 e 2 
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they treated the first demonstrations of public feeling, soon 
gave way to that abject fear and fatal irresolution which 
marked their conduct during all the stages Of the lie volu¬ 
tion ; injudiciously making a faint resistance one day, and 
the next giving up every thing as lost, when a moderate 
and cheerful compliance in the beginning, joined to a 
becoming and dignified firmness, would have preserved 
them against farther encroachments. The minority, con¬ 
sisting mostly of men who, in the old “ regime,” would 
have lived out their luxurious and useless life unnoticed, now 
courted popularity and fameat theexpense of theirprivileges: 
yet a few were sincere. Some of the “ haute noblesse” fclt 
real, not affected, sorrow for the situation of their monarch, 
and did not cloak, under an hypocritical real for the throne, 
their regret at losing those oppressive privileges which they 
had looked upon as theirs by divine and unalienable right. 
They boldly rallied round their king, and with praiseworthy, 
though ill-judged warmth, hurried him and his family into 
measures which proved their ruin. Many, on the other 
hand, joined the ranks of the poople from a heart-felt love 
for liberty. Some of these it was my good fortune to know. 
With anxiety have I watched their brilliant, but short and 
stormy, career; beheld them the idol, then the scorn of the 
mob; generously sacrificing distinctions and fortune atthe 
altar of liberty, and then polluting it with their blood. 
But none excited in me such sympathy as the young Count' 
Eugene St. George. 1 met him first at the house of one 
of the leading members of the Constituent Assembly, 
where 1 heard him exposing, with all the force of truth and 
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eloquence, the abuses of government, tracing despotism 
through all its stages, and firing every bosom with the 
flame which bumtsin his own. 

Since that time 36 years have rolled over my head, and 
left traces of their passage. The jhanges which 1 have 
seen, and the vicissitudes which hayc fallen to my lot, 
have sobered toy-feelings; but though.made much wiser 
now by sad experience, X must saysthat never, no, not 
even in the days of my childhood, under the shade of the 
paternal roof, did I spend such a delightful year. The 
visions of^my youth were about to be realized; I saw a 
great nation iwppdand free, possessed with new powers; 
I saw all France, as I thought, uniting with one soul to 
lay the eternal foundation of future prosperity. In this 
feverish state of existence, I forgot parents, friends, and 
country, and drank deep of the intoxicating cup that threw 
a whole people into a frantic and delirious joy. But that 
happiness was short as it was vivid. I saw my friend 
become one of the leaders of the popular party, and en¬ 
joyed Iris triumph as if it left! been my own. But soon 
the bright perspective we had conjured up began to lower : 
division, ambition, and party-spirit, soon undermined tho 
fairy fabric which was to have stood jpr age?. But why 
repeat what I wish I could forget for ever. Three years 
passed away, and the next saw the king of FrSnae a pri¬ 
soner, and his life at the mercy of an infuriated and misled 
mob. Mydviend made a last and noble, but unavailing, 
effort to save him.; he pourtsayed with almost prophetic 
spirit, the evils which threatened his country, the days of 
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error and l>lood which were to follow; hut the yells of 
blood-thirsty monsters drowned his voice. 

The king’s blood was shed on thtv.scaffold, and soon 
after the prisons closed upon his defenders. My friend was 
shut up in St. Pelasgie; there I saw him still burning 
with the same loye for his country, but a profound 
sadness filled his healt, and having lost all hope of being 
the restorer of liberty, he only aspired to the glory of being 
one of her martyrs. 

Around him I met the men I had once admired in the 
brilliant circles of Paris. With them I spent many a 
sadly pleasing hour, and sometimes ahfiost forgot we were 
in a prison. But they dropped off one after another. 
Eugene’s turn- came, and he was subjected to the 
mockery of an ignominious trial in the veiy hall where his 
name had once been repeated with peals of applause.— 
He spoke, and for a moment, the manly tones of his voice, 
his powerful appeal to the better feelings of the multitude 
around him, seemed to awe his judges and suspend his 
fate. But it was only for sr moment, lie heard his con¬ 
demnation' with indifference, and gathering up all his 
energy into one last burst of eloquence, he drew a terrific 
picture of thfc reign p{ anarchy and blood which had blasted 
all the hopes of liberty, and made his country desolate: 
for now'heT became in his turn a judge,—he denounced 
to the sanguinary tyrants of France the signal retribution 
which awaited them, and vowed them to the execration 
of posterity, and to the vengeance of Cod, whose altars 
.they had overthrown. 
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I went to the prison early the next morning: he re- 
coivcd me with a cheerful look. “ I have now paid my 
debt to my country,* said he, “*and I die eontenfT X 
now see my error. The French were not made for 
liberty. May they soon repent, and return to those wise 
institutions and wholesome political'restraints, without 
which anarchy will ever reign under the name of freedom, 
and deluge the (and with blood. I hive long expected 
my fate, and.might have aVoided it by seeking a refuge 
in England; but 1 could not live c^it of my country. 
(Jo, leave*this guiUy, this unhappy land : return to your 
own country :* my only regret'in dying is, not to have 
made mine what yours is—great, glorious, jnd free.” 

It was the custom, during those unhappy times, when 
a victim was to be executed, for all the inmates of the 
prison to meet, anrl endeavour to forget, in the festivity of 
a banquet; the fate of the friend they were about to lose, 
and the uncertainty of their own. The gloomy walls of 
the prison were now decked with flowers, and a large 

table was covered with the few luxuries which the ava- 

0 

rice of the jailer had been bribed to procure. Eugene 
was seated at the head of the table. It was affecting to 
see those prisoners, of every age and sex ajid station, 
all striving, by delicate* and affectionate attentions, to 
cheer the last hours of his existence. In spite V their 
situation, the national vivacity burst through the clouds 
of sorrow, and their pale and furrowed cheeks were illu¬ 
minated by transfent beams of gladness. Instead of a 
funereal repast, it seemed as if a feast Was celebrating to 
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welcome the return of a dear and long-lost friend. Sallies 
of wit, songs, and music, made the hours fly quickly, in 
a nfanner inconceivable to those who nave not been eye¬ 
witnesses of the recklessness of death which the victims of 
the Revolution unhappily almost always manifested. 

The hour of separation came. Eugene, who had till 
then been the life of the party, and whose vivacity had at 
times betrayc*' eve& me, an Englishman; into a momen¬ 
tary forgetfulness of bis impending fate, assumed the air 
of meek resignation which became such a moment. He 
bade farewell to all with affection, gave.a few commissions, 
distributed some money among the servants and surly 
turnkeys, who forgot for awhile the brutal cant of the 
patriots of the day, and sobbed aloud as he stepped into 
the condemned cart. I asked and obtained leave from 
the municipal officer to accompany him. I endeavoured 
to imitate the cheerful look of resignation of my friend, 
and to check my tears till he should no longer be there.to 
witness them; but a trial severer than death awaited him. 
We bad just left the prison, when we heard the shrieks 
of a female struggling in the midst of a troop of men and 
women, who, in their own coarse but well meaning way, 
endeavoured to quiet and console her. But, bursting 
loose from their hands, and fushing to the cart, she 
sprung upon it, and clung to St. George. It was his 
sister. She had left Paris to go to England, hoping her 
brother would soon follow her. He had ofthn said to me, 
that the thought that by this time the Sole surviving relic 
of his house was safe, had taken away all the bitterness 
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of death. But she heard that her brother had been ar¬ 
rested ; she flew back to Paris, and having vainly applied 
at the prison for iadmission, she had, with the resolution 
of despair, wailed for several days, watching for her bro¬ 
ther, near the gate, at the hour when the condemned cart 
usually went to the place of execution. That day she 
had as usual placed herself there,* and recognising her 
brother, she h^l rushe^fyoward him, and now clung con¬ 
vulsively to him. 

So unexpected an interruption to the gtoomy silence 
which usually reigned during these processions, softened 
the rugged featurel of the soldigrs. The women too, who 
seemed to have preserved of the feelings of their sex none 
but a susceptibility of instinctive and suSden bursts of 
sensibility, often expressed in a coarse but energetic lan¬ 
guage, now took, her part, saying, that though she was 
the sister of an enemy of the people, she was too young 
and too beautiful to go to the guillotine. 

St. George gazed upon the lovely form of his sister, 
who had almost fainted in hi» arms; all his fortitude for¬ 
sook him, and, sobbing like a child, he entreated those 
around him to take her oft'. They attempted to pull 
her away; but she clung to the cart with the energy of 
despair, and then throwing herself in the mud at the 
feet of the sordid wretches who composed tlx?escort, she 
embraced their knees:—"Oh! save him! save him!” 
she cried but no 1 his fate is fixed: then let m'e die 
with him 1” Tlje municipal officer told her, she could 
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not lie guillotined, as she liad not committed any crime. 
“ Then,” said she, “ I will force you to let me die with 
him,” and she immediately filled the,, air with cries of 
‘‘V\ve le roi!” At this detested name, the momentary 
interest she had excited, vanished. She was loaded with 
the most revolting $buse by the same degraded women 
who before had taken her part. The melancholy pro¬ 
cession again _ moved on. She threw her arm round her 
brother’s neck, with a look which a stranger to the scene 
might have mistaken for that of joy. 

. In those diys of terror, Paris presented the aspect of 
a large city.rendered desolate by some'dire, pestilence, or 
deserted by its inhabitants. Every window, eveiy shop 
was closed oh the way to the guillotine. No sound was 
heard; no being was seen to disturb, by the noise of his 
steps, the death-like stillness of those forsaken streets. 
The appalling silence was interrupted i only by the fero¬ 
cious and abandoned creatures who daily attended, with 
curees and execrations, the victims to the scene of their 
last suffering. These now thronged round the cart, and 
with savage joy insulted the prisoners as they, one by 
aneT ascended the steps which led to the scaffold. One 
of these monsters spit in the face of St. George’s sister, 
and rudely tore off the handkerchief which covered her' 
neck. A faint blush passed over her pale features: she 
turned to the woman, and, with a smile of angelic sweet¬ 
ness; said to her. “ My good woman, insub.me if you 
will; but do not expose my person: give me back the 
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handkerchief.’' The fury was awed by her mild dignity, 
and, without saying a word, replaced the shawl on her 
shoulders. 

When all the prisoners were on the scaffold, they em¬ 
braced each other. St. George wrung my hand in silence: 
his sister gracefully presented to me hgrs, which I pressed 
to my heart. A film came over my sight—*! saw no more: 
but Oh ! that sound !—mrthinks I hear it Still; it was 
that of the axe ^vhicji terminated their existence. I heard 
no more, but felt myself covered with their blood. I giew 
dizzy, and reeled bac^ with horror, and should have fallen, 
had not a soldier, more humane*tban.the rest, supported 
me. A flood of tears came at last to my relief,—I reco¬ 
vered the consciousness of my situation,—I flew away 
from that hon&le spectacle, and the next day quitted for 
ever a land where "Liberty was outraged by every sort of 
crime committed in her name. 

T. E. S. 


Ballttore. 



SKETCH OF AN EVENING SCENE. 


BY THE BEV. THOMAS DAI.E. 


The summer breeze is hushed—the light waves sleep 
On the smooth bosom of the silent deep; 

Its boundless flood expanding far 4nd free. 

Meet symbol of a blest eternity ! 

Bathed in the lustre of the sinking beam, 

Far as mine eye can reach, the waters gleam, 
Unnumbered dyes of ever-changing hue. 

Still intermingling with the clear sea-blue ; 

There the sweet sapphire’s violet hues are seen. 

The pure resplendence of the emerald green ; 

And there the amethyst’s jfele purple glows. 

The ruby there, a flood of crimson, flows. 

Ah ! who could deem, amidst so soft a scene. 

That storms could ever vex that sea seSdfle, 

Pure as the prayer of infancy, and mild 
As the calm slumber of a sleeping child 1 
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Mark where the waning orli, with golden tire, 

1 lath tinged the hamlet’s lightly tapering spire, 

And through tlfc grove of dark sepulchral yew, 
Showers broken sunbeams on the flowers that strew 
The fresh green sod, and there spontaneous shed 
Their native fragrance o’er'the rustic dead. 

Here pause to ponder o’er the grey gjave-stone. 

And in the doom of others, read thibe ovtn : 

Yon lowly^mound, which sad affection rears, 

And hallows with the sacrifice of tears. 

Is all that points where youth or beauty’s bloom 
Bests in tb? drehr recesses ot the tomb— 

Sleeps the deep sleep, where all that charmed before 
Is known no longer, and beloved no mUrc. 

-Yet hush, pale mourner! cease thy frantic prayer. 

To share At* gmve, whose heart thou const not share} 
If all in vain the sun <jf nature glows. 

To break the torpor of’that (hill repose, 

A brighter Sun diviner beams shall shed, 

Bierce the dull tomb, and burst upon the dead. 

To light and life the slumberer then shall stlrt, 

Tire in his eye, and rapture in his heart, 

And soar on seraph wing to realms gnorc fair: 

Live as he lived, and«thou shalt meet him there. 

Now the broad sun declining, slowly dipS 
Beneath th’ horizon, in a last eclipse, 

As if lief lenged to rest his burning head 
On the cool pillow of 108*00630 bed ; 
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The clouds that wandered o’er die expanse of heaven, 
By the light breeze in fair disorder driven, 

Their canopy of brightness round hin. fling, 

A last due homage to their parting king. 

As if reluctant to resign his sway, 

A moment lingering ere he fades away. 

He beams his bright farewell o’er ocean’s breast, 
Eludes the ^training gaze, and sinks to fgst. 

So pass thy glories, .Earth: 'like that pure ray, 

Art, valour, genius, dazzle and decay. 

And while again that radiant sun shall rise, 

And re-assume the sceptre of the ski&s, 

Thou, short-lived man ! thy dream of splendour o’er, 
Shalt sink and set—to rise on earth no more. 



THE CAPTIVES’ SONG. 


Paraphrase*! from the 137th*Fsalra. 


BY HENRY NEELE. 

We satws down by Babul’s streams. 

And dreamed soul-saddening memory’s dreams 
A nd dark thoughts o’er our spirits wept 
Of Sion—and wo wept, we wept! 

Our harps upon the willows hung. 

Silent, and tunelesg, and unstrung ; 

For they who wrought ojir pains and wrongs. 
Ask’d us for Sion’s pleasant songs. 

How can we sing Jehovah’s praise 
To those who Baal’s altars raise 1 
How warble Judah’s free-born Ijymns, 

With Babel’s fetters on our limbs'? 

How cliaunt thy lays, dear Father-land) 

To strangers on a foreign strand ? 

Ah, -no,! we’ll bear griefs keenest sting. 

But dare n«t Sion’s anthems sing. 

2 is 2 
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Place us where Sharon’s roses blow j 
Place us whera Siloc’s waters flow ; 

Place us on Lebanon, that waves , 

Its cedars o’er our fathers’ graves ; 

Place us upon that holy mount. 

Where stands t^e temple, gleams the fount; 
And love and joy shall loose our tongues. 
To warble’s Sign's pleasant songs. 


If I should e’er, earth’s fairest gem. 
Forget thee, O Jerusalem ! 

May tny right hdnd forget its skill 
To wake tfce slumbering lyre at will! 
If from my heart, e’en when most gay, 
Thy memory e’er should fade away. 
May my tongue rest within my head, 
Mute as the voices of the dead! 


Remember, O remember. Lord, 

Tn that day Edom’s race abhorred ; 
When once agpin o’er Salem’s totters. 
The sun of joy its radiance pours, - 
Forget'not them whose hateful cry 
Rose loud and fiendlike to the sky,— 
“ He that unholy city crushed. 

Raze, raze it even to the dust!” 



THE LA UK. 


Daughter of Babylon, the hour 
[s coming that shall bow thy popper. 

The Persian sword shall make thee groan. 
The Mede shall fill Belshazzar’s throne: 
Blest shall he be who bids thee sip 
The cup thou held’st to Salem’s lip, 

And mock^ thee, weeping o’ej the stones 
Tied with ihv children’s bleeding- hones. 


THE UAlUi. 


Ski? how the lark ascends on high. 

And tunes his little throat to pay 

His tribute to the morning sky, 

Ills welcome to the orb of day. 

The dews fall lightly on*his wings. 

And all their soothing influence shed; 

And Nature hails him as he sings, 

While risingd'rom her mountaiji bed. 

May joy like yonder lark’s be mine, 

The joy of heart that knows not sorrow; 

Reposing with the day’s decline. 

And gail% waking with the morrow. 



VISIT TO- AN IRISH CABIN. 


11 Let not ambition mock their useful toil. 

Their homely joys.-” 

Gray. 


Those who have never visited Ireland, can scarcely 
form a correct idea of an Irish cabin.. To me, an Eng¬ 
lishman, born and educated in one of the most plentiful 
and happy counties of iny county, there appeared so vast 
a difference between the cottages to which I had been 
accustomed, and those that came under my notice during 
a recent visit to the sister land, that for a time I could 
scarcely conceive it possible for comfort or contentment to 
dwell within their walls. But there exists no evil without 
its counterbalancing good; and. the inhabitants of those 
clay-built huts have many sources of enjoyment to make 
amends for the distresses and difficulties that press with 
peculiar hardship upon them. Education, and—what is 
of such vital importance —-religious education, is rapidly 
increasing among this light-hearted, unreflecting people. 
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and until their amusements become more rational, we may 
be well satisfied that they remain harmless. 

‘About thirty rftiles to the wesf of Cork, is a beautiful 
and romantic glen, called “ The Leap,” which in the 
history of the county has long been remarkable. It was 
of old, and is still, in some degree, the boundary between 
the savage and * the civilized; for the adage even yet 
retains its forc%—Beyond the Leap* beyond the Law.” 
For the space of two miles along, the valley, one side of 
the road is shadowed by a thick forest of oak, forming a 
strange, bn 1 pleasing contrast to the high and barren hills 
which rise upon flic other; and after passing the bridge, 
situated at the extremity of the dell, th^ traveller is in¬ 
stantly struck by the wildness that indVeases at every 
step. But, wild as it appears, it has its peculiar charm ; 
and though, ove? a plain of miles in extent, little is to 
be seen but bogs and morasses, yet it is so interspersed 
with numerous lakes, some <jf them highly picturesque, 
that, to the eye of the poet, or a painter, the prospect 
must be one of interest, if not of beauty ; and the poli¬ 
tical economist-only would exclaim, “all if barren!” 
To the traveller, its charm is heightened by the change 
from the gloom of the dark forest; •while a fetf*broken 
relics of some old castles, o’er parts of which 

“ The*plough lias passed, or weeds have growif,” 
serve as a relief to the s.imeness of the view, and afford 
subjects for •meditation as he travels onwards. In the 
distance, he beholds the high hills rising above the valley 
in rude magnificence; with*here" and there a little culti- 
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vated spot, on which its smoke only enables him to dis¬ 
tinguish the clay-built cottage from the rocks around it. 
Those hills are overlooked by mountains, whose summits 
are hid in clouds. 

A road to the left, toward the sea coast, leads to the vil¬ 
lage of Glandore; but it is little better than a footpath, 
totally impassable to carnages of every description, and 
dangerous evt-n to horses. The way, however, is not 
altogether cheerless, for, on one side, Ilmde, and the 
beautiful demesne o f Lord Kingston; and on the other, 
the old mansion and rookery of Castle Jane, give a pleasing 
and romantic cast to the landscape; while the river is 
seen at intervals, between the thick wood that slopes from 
the road to the shore. In a valley, surrounded on all sides 
by high, hut well cultivated hills, is situated the village, 
consisting of a number of straggling cottages built along 
the strand, with the potato garden behind each, and 
fronted by the dunghill, formed as a sort of wall on either 
side the door. It was evening when I first approached it; 
an evening in Autumn, and the sun was setting in all its 
splendour, an image of that Eternal, whom, though we 
cannot gaze upon, we feel. The villagers were assembling 
to pass"it, accoidisg to their frequent custom, when the 
labours of the day are over: and 'l had to encounter the 
inquisitive gaze of many a country lass, sitting'at her cabin 
door, folding her tresses, and arranging her rustic finely, 
in preparation for the evening dance. A country man, who, 
if he were not going my way, made it his, addressed me 
•with — 11 It's a fide evening, your honor, God bless it!” 
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This blessing is the general accompaniment of the Irish, to 
every thing they admire, or wish to Ife admired. 1 have 
frequently heaid it bestowed on tilings animate and .inani¬ 
mate,—and “ that’s a fine cow, God bless it!” or “ it’s a 
beautiful tree, God bless it!” are constant and favourite 
expressions. My companion, for he became so, was an 
old and weathdr-beaten sailor, w*ho had visited one half 
the globe, and, kjiew something of the othpr: he seemed 
not a little vain of his superiority over his fellow-villagers; 
and it was with some difficulty I prevailed upon him 
to forget^the Esquimaux and the Hottentots, and to leave 
St. Lawrence, and the Table Mountain, for the Glandore 
hill and river. At length in his own dialect, half sea¬ 
man, and half rustic, he commenced b!s account of the 
neighbouring villas, and their inhabitants, and continued 
to point out to.mo the attractive scenes, as we walked 
along. "Do you see # that house upon the hill yonder 1 
That’s Mr. R.’s. Oh! hfe’saljard man to the poor: ’tisa 
bad life his tenants have of it: I’d as live be a slave in^an 
Algee rover; and I was on£e, and by the same token I’ll 
remember it to my death. We fought hard, hut they shot 
away our jib-boom, and so took us. And that little island 
that runs away from the shore, like,the deserters at Ma¬ 
deira,—that’s Mr. M.’a*—thatis, it isn’t now, for he’s dead,. 
and the only land that’s left him is in the thwreh-yard, 
fore’nent you. Och! it’s he was the good man in his 
day, any haw! Never a cratur pass’d his door without 
the bit and the<sup, barring the guager, the blackguard 
that tuck his potheen, and kift his illcganl little bit of q 
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mare: Oh wisha! every bad luck to him for that' same. 
Look at that ould castle upon the grey rock ; that’s Mr. 
O.’s; him that wrote a will, and made his dead uncle put 
his name on it, by holding the corpse’s hand; and then 
he swore he had life in him at the time; and troth so he 
had, for he put a live worm in the dead man’s mouth. 
And that house in {he glen yonder, that's the Clergyman's ; 
with sixteen Protestants in his rich parishn; never a one 
more!” 

By this time we had reached the middle of the vil¬ 
lage ; and my companion, thinking it now necessary for 
me to give some account of myself, were it bht in gratitude 
for his confidence and communications, questioned and 
cross-questioned me, though to no purpose. After having 
borne patiently the examination of my companion like a 
shrewd witness before a long-headed bartister, who thinks 
before he opens his lips, and never replies until he has well 
conned his answer, 1 pointed toward one of the cottages, 
roynd the door of which, a number of the peasantry were 
assembled, and asked him what was doing there. “ It’s 
the pattern', your honour. May be your honour would like 
to see the gossoons dancing; and sure now there’ll be 
many a nate girl and boy tripping it there, when blind 
1 Jerry, the piper, that’s on the hilhyonder, is to the fore.” 
We advanced toward the house,—it was the village tavern, 
over the door of which was a large sign, with a grim figure 
of Samt.Patrick, mitred and clad in his robes, bearing a 
cross in one hand, and a boAk in the other: before him 
jyere toads and serpents, in abundance, creeping out of the 
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way of'his curse, while one or two, more courageous than 
the rest, had ventured to turn round and hiss at the holy 
man who was thus dispossessing them of their territory. 

We entered the cabin, and the attention of the company 
was divided between the strange gentleman, and Jerry 
the blind piper, who arrived at the same moment; the 
squeaking sound’ of his music, as he jilled the bellows 
of his pipes, jjnmediately set the pirty ia motion. A 
stranger never requires an introduction, and is always sure 
of a welcome. " A seat was handed to me, and I accepted 
the invitation—“ will your honour be plased to sit down 1” 
“ Its little thedikesrof us has to.give your honour,” said a 
sturdy, rough fellow, the owner of the house; “ but the 
quality likes the mountain dew, as they cill it, and here 
it is, nate and beautiful, sure enough.” Some whiskey 
punch accompanied the recommendation, in a sort of mu¬ 
tilated tumbler, tied rouqd the top, (which a large crack 
made necessaiy,) by a piefce of tarred string: “It isn't the 
best glass, but it’s the largest, sir,” said the man whopre* 
sented it to me, and added will! a wink and a smile, “ your 
honour isn’t an officer 1”—thus sufficiently intimating that 
the liquor had paid no duty to the king. I had now 
leisure to make my remarks on the grou[»around me; they 
were principally gazing o» the four dancers, and, by a 
“ well done, l’addy !” or, an “illigantly dancecf, .Italy!” 
applauding the endeavours of the young peasants, who 
certainly footed it with all their hearts. Among the 
lookers on, the old people, of Whom there were but few 
2 tf 
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present, only had seats; the rest were either standing, or 
sitting cross-legged around the ring. The room was 
crowded; and I never saw a more apparently happy group; 
for there was not a single countenance among them that 
bore any traits of care. 

The evening was like one of those green and fertilized 
spots on their barren mountains, which appears more 
beautiful and mode cheering because pf fc the surrounding 
gloom; and I felt, that if the Irish peasantry did not 
at times enjoy such, their lot would be indeed one of 
wretchedness and misery. 

While the merry villagers were thus engaged, a man 
burst into the room, exclaiming, “ The ould ferry-boat is 
gone down, artd they’re all lost!” The music instantly 
ceased, and the whole party hurried toward the shore; 
where we found that the boat had indeed gone down, but 
that the passengers were not alj lost. On the beach, men 
and women were running^, and'eagerly asking intelligence 
.of all they met, each fearing to hear of a husband or a 
brother among the victims'; while the joy of those who 
clasped their faint and dripping relatives, was scarcely less 
agonizing than the fearful anxiety of those who as yet 
knew not the fate of their own friends. 1 soon saw my 
former companion, and his wet clothes witnessed for him 
that he had not been idle; three times he had plunged 
into the waves, and as oftenJiad he returned bearing a fel¬ 
low-being from the waters. Others had exerted themselves 
with equal success; and one only of (lie hapless party was 
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brought-lifeless to the land. A few drops of blood issued 
from a wound on the temple of the yohng man; and he 
must have received a fatal blow«wl»n the boat upset. 
To the house where, but a few minutes before, they had 
been so gay and happy, the party returned, slowly and 
mournfully following the body of him who had been thus 
cut off in the April of his days, 11 was dark; but 1 heard 
deep sobs from ^the midst of the crowd; an^l I knew ho 
was not the only being to he wept for. The corpse was 
laid on a table in the room where the dance had so lately 
been; and there were two female figures standing beside 
it—the mothei*md sister of the jlead youth. The young 
girl was moaning and weeping hitterfy; while the crowd 
stood sorrowfully by. One of them tried to sooth her, 
with “ Mary, Mary dear! ’tis God's will!” She turned 
toward the man wljo had spoken, and pointed to the body: 
then with the action of frenzy, she shook the pale corpse, 
shrieking, “Tom'. Tom dear! why won’t ye wake! Oh, 
wake, wake!” and she fell senseless on the floor. Th<^ 
noiso roused the mother, who had been wiping off the 
chill damp and the drops of blood that still oifted from 
the forehead. Her sorrow was “too deep for tears.” 
“ X tell ye, Mary, he’s dead!” she murmured? when sho 
heard her daughter’s voice. “ and will neverwake again!” 
And she bent listlessly over the body, while Uer*ha»d was 
laid upon his pale brow; and she muttered, as if un¬ 
conscious of jjie presence of any except her doad child, 
“You were a gogd son, agsa! how like his father he is 
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now, when 1 saw him last, before they put him in his cold 
grave!—What’ll Mary do when I’m gone! God be with 
her! -and him that* dead, him that’s scorpse before me, 
and X not by, with my blessing for him!” Most of the 
villagers had left the scene of sorrow, and, as I saw that 
those who remained were all the young man’s relatives and 
friends, I departed also, with an aching heart, to reflect on 
the melancholy elbse of the evening of gaiety and joy; 
Spid, once more, to bear testimony to the truth of the 
words of the poet—that pleasure and happiness arc, too 
often, but 

“ The torrent’s smoclhness, ere lt'dash'below I” 

I,. A. H. 



TIIE GREEN OF THE DAY. 


by the mniht'or “the i.aboiihs of idleness,” Ac. 


’Tis a gt^en spot of time in the even-tide, when, 

The slecpy*head flowera are winking. 

And the cuckoo’s sweet hiccuping down in the glen. 
Tells of the dew she’s been drinking. 

When the blackbird is filling the reed in his throat. 

The wood-nun her vespers beginning; 

And the hedge-piping wren wjfh her minikin note. 

Sings to the housewife a-spinning. 

When the silver-wing’d bee from his travels return'd. 
What tale he shall tell, hummeth over; 

What sights he has seen and what facts he has learn’d 
While abroad he has been, and a rover. 

Then to lean o’er the stile, and look down o’er the meads. 
Where the»woods in wet sun-beams are smoking, 

And the quarrelsome crows 3re all making their beds, 
And cawing, and craving,” anif croaking. 

2 c 2 . 
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Now they settle, and swing in their hammocks so high, 
Safe as halcyons sleep, and as quiet; 

Till a*friend steals a straw,—when up!' up! and the sky 
Is all wings, and the wood is all riot. 

Down again, and to rest. But the petulant stream 
Murmurs on, murmurs on its wild journey; 

And the gnats sparkling swift thro’ the rich yellow beam, 

* Buzz as bright by your cheek as they’d bum ye. 

Gentle Eve comes apace—gentle eve with a veil 
Dew-besteep’d, that falls balm in a ihower. 

If its grey fleecv folds are but puffed by the gale 
That would scarce move the wing of a flower. 

O ’tis sweet to the heart, and ’tis sweet to the ear. 

At this hour of tired Nature’s reposing. 

The hush that runs o’er the wide woodland to hear 
As her dim dusky eyelids are closing. 

No roar from the valley, no moan from the grove. 

No noise that the noon-season numbers; 

But a low stilly sound, such as Psyche’s own Love 
Might fan from his wings o'er her slumbers. 



ON A DOVE, 


Flying into a village church, and alighting on the pulpit, just 
as the Clergyman was announcing a Sermon to he preached 
for the beuefj} of ^fissions. 


Welcome, soft messenger of peace! 

Let Faith and Hope the omen hail; 

The moraf deluge soon shall cease. 

And Truth’s eternal Rock prevail. 

’Twas thine with new -born hopes to fill 
The sad survivors of a world; 

And Fancy ’mid thy plumage still 
Sees the bright arch of heaven unfurled. 

Shrouded in thee from mortal sight. 

The Spirit hallowed Jordan’s tide, 
When,with the sinner's healing rite, 

The sinlpss Son of (rod complied. 



"1'was on tliy rushing pinions sped. 

The same all-oonq«’ring Spirit came, 

When wond’ring thousands saw' with dread 
The mystic tongues of living flame. 

Who then shall blame, if Taney seize 
A presage hallowed by the sky, 

When, waffcd on the joyous breeze, 

The Spirit’s-type thus meets her eye 1 

She marks it, with confiding wing, 

Settle on Truth’s immortal shrine*! 

While hosts unseen of angels sing— 

* 1 Thfe nations, Lord! shall yet be thine.” 



ON FRENCH OATHS. 

tWrittea tn the Year 181S.J 

UY,MAK1A EIIOEWOI1TH. 


Among the many baneful effects of the French Revo¬ 
lution. the disregard of oaths which it has produced in 
France, is the most deplorable. On every new revolution 
there was a new oath. • This seems to have been the 
grand resource of their politicians, the favourite amuse¬ 
ment of their populace, till at last the words “ / swiaf-w- 
We swear!” repeated so frequently by the French on 
every change of government, or caprice of politiAl fashion, 
have lost all power, all use, all meaning. In the Champ 
de Mars, at the commencement of ihe Revolution, at 
what they called the Grand Federation, they took an oath 
to be faithful to their constitution and their king? How 
this oath was kept, we too well remember! Then a new 
oath was takon to the Directory, another to the Consulate, 
another to the Bmpcroi—16 the great Emperor of the 
French, and to the little Krng’of Rome! When Bo- 
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naparte was defeated and dethroned, and Louis the 
Eighteenth—Louis ie desire 1 , returned, fresh oaths were 
eagerly sworn to their ’egitima^i sovereign, and he was 
hailed as the best of kings; and to all the Bourbons 
fidelity was vowed voluntarily and vehemently. But no 
sooner did Bonaparte return from Elba, than all their 
oaths, though made with the most theatric enthusiasm, 
the most tremendous adjurations, were, all violated and 
forgotten. Those very, persons, who had sworn to devote 
themselves to die in defence of their lawful sovereign—to 
stand to him to the last—to spill the last drop of their 
blood in proof of their loyalty—deserted-him*.at his utmost 
need. Princes, dukes, marshals, senators, soldiers, all 
hurried to give a new oath of fidelity to Napoleon ; and 
now the emperor himself has been called upon to take an 
oath of adherence to the constitution, and Bonaparte swears 
to Caxnot, and Carnot to Bonaparte, and the whole nation 
resolve to act the old disgusting farce over again. “ Be¬ 
cause of swearing, the land mourneth,” said the pro¬ 
phet ; but the Parisians find that because of swearing the 
land rejoiceth. Formerly they ail swore on the Champ 
de Mars, and now they have all sworn on the Champ de 
Mai; and, according to their own fulsome phraseology, 
“ they that day presented a scene truly touching—they 
formed u grand and imposing spectacle for the stranger 
and for all Europe.”—Yes, on the Champ de Mai, at a 
fete at the Champs Elysees, in the midst o f princes and 
monarchs, and Indies, and beaux, and epgles, and flowers, 
and amphitheatres, and booths, and fountains flowing 
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with wine, and orchestras for music, and stages for singers, 
and stages for dancers, and stages for amusing philosophy, 
and feats of horsemanship, and .rockets, and balloons, 
and combustibles, and confectionary, and p(ites, and 
pullets, and sausages, and geese, and turkeys, and 
soaped ropes, and Merry Andrews,—the united j>eople 
interrupted their'emperor’s speech "with cries of—“ We 
swear!”—cries^oj “We swear!” a ■thousand limes re¬ 
peated,—cries universally prolonged of “We swear 1” 
resounded throughout the assembly; and the great nation 
have sworn by all that is absurd and by all that is sacred,— 
by that honour which is dearej to Frenchmen than their 
lives,—by that liberty which they never knew how to use, 
—by that English constitution which none of them ever 
understood,—by tluit God in whom few of them believe. 
All this would h% ridiculous, if it were not abominable. 
J t is truly abominable to see a nation, even of our ene¬ 
mies, so degraded. Theft; is no word but a word of their 
own invention, that can describe their condition : demo¬ 
ralised, thank Heaven ! is a "word scarcely understood in 
England. It describes, a situation hardly to compre¬ 
hended by Englishmen. To the people of France, an 
oath has lost its sanctity, and with its^anctitj, its power 
and its utility. It is ng longer awful as an appeal to 
Heaven: it is no longer binding as a contract between 
men : it is no longer useful as the bond of society ; that 
great bond isjjroken and gone. 

The good and t^e wise in Prance—(that there are both, 
wc believe : we do not, with vulgar prejudice, involve 
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the whole in the folly and guilt of a part of a nation)— 
the good and wise in France feel as strongly as we can 
do, ‘he disgrace and .peril of the situation to which their 
country is reduced; peril greater than the perils of war— 
disgrace to which no foreign enemy, no defeat in arts or 
aims, could have reduced any country—from which no 
victory, no triumph, can in our days redeem their people 
as to the past., or secure them as to the.future. The want 
of national morality and national religion—the want of 
the grand social security of an oath—cannot be repaired 
by armies, nor by battles, nor by edicts, nor by consti¬ 
tutions, nor by,the wish or will of anycnaivnor set of men, 
upon earth. The belief of the truth of asseveration, no 
human power can impose on the mind. The violation of 
the sanctity of oaths cannot be forgotten at pleasure; nor 
can the last solemnity of an oath be suddenly restored by 
any ceremonies or by any form of words. When once 
the people have been taught, as the French people have 
been taught, by notorious precedent and frequent example, 
to think lightly of perjury, what can afterward touch their 
conscience!—what shall restrain their conduct?—what 
can ensure respect to any laws, or fidelity to any govern¬ 
ment ? This generation must pass away,—a new gene¬ 
ration, better educated, with (principles of virtue and 
religion, must be formed,—before there can be hope or 
security for public faith or social order and happiness in 
France. And years must pass away, and examples of 
stability of principles—of regard to thqjr political engage¬ 
ments—must Ire-given to the neighbouring nations, before 
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France.can, with them, re-establish her national cha¬ 
racter. 

At this moment we ask—and we ask the question not 
in the spirit of reproach or reviling—is there any country 
in the civilized world, who would willingly change national 
character with France! Would England?—would Ire¬ 
land? Would any Englishman—*would any Irishman 
accept for his country all the treasure* which France has 
been permitted to accumulate in her days of conquest?— 
the far-famed* Venetian horses, the Apollo, the Venus, 
or all the statues and all the pictured which her rapine 
could wrest fjjpm ^he despoiled countries of Europe— 
would he accept of them all, upon condition that England 
should take with them the disgrace which France has 
brought upon her national character, or stand the hazard 
of -that peril, poliycal and social, moral and religious, 
which she has incurred ? Every Briton would, we be¬ 
lieve, scorn the offer, and ask or feel, ** What are all 
these ? Baubles, compared wi5i our reputation for good 
faith, our integrity, our moral and religious character, the 
real strength and security of a nation.” Long pay such 
be the warm feeling, and, better far, the steady principle 
of our countrymen ! And that it may be, let us^trenglhen 
our respect, our reverenep for oaths, by all the combined 
powers of education, law, opinion, and, above alj, reli¬ 
gious observance. 

To contribute somewhat to this great effect, is in the 
power of every individual in jEis country, whatever his 
fortune or his poverty, his rank qr his humble situation 


2 j> 
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may be: for the poorest man in the land may show his 
respect for an oath, and support that respect by his 
example, as well as^the lichest: lip has temptations 
which the rich have not: he has opportunities which the 
rich have seldom: his evidence, for or against his neigh¬ 
bour, is, in this country and these times, frequently 
called for. Much rests upon a poor man’s oath. 

The violation, the invasion of an oath, is, if possible, 
more criminal, more disgraceful, the better the education; 
the higher the means of information, the greater, the 
safer the opportunities of fraud enjoyed by the individual. 
Let this consciousness press, in publip iv and private, 
strongly upon thos6, in whatever rank of life, who are 
called upon take what are called oaths of office— 
custom-house oaths—oaths of form even. Let all con¬ 
sider, that mental reservation in taking an oath, is fraud 
to man and falsehood to God;—that it is in vain that 
they try to excuse themselves in this sacrifice of prin¬ 
ciple to interest: their conscience will upbraid them— 
the small, still voice will be heard. In vain they screen 
themselves from the temporal obloquy, by a quibble, or 
the construction of words—by pleading custom, or looking 
to numbers who share and countenance the guilt. There 
must be no paltering with aj^ oath. The example of 
the strictness of integrity, in taking and abiding by oaths 
of office, would in every country—in this country of 
Ireland—be of more efficacy, more real advantage to the 
good order and prosperity «f the kingdom, than any who 
arc accustomed to merely fiscal calculations, than all who 
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are not habituated to targe, moral, and political views, 
can possibly believe or comprehend. 

But it is not "only to those who take oaths—rich or 
poor, high or low—whom we should most anxiously 
adjure upon this important subject: when we spoke of 
guarding our reverence for oaths by law and institution, 
we looked to those who form the institutions and who 
frame the lawj of our country. LA them consider well 
the importance of their task—lha responsibility of their 
situation. Instead of multiplying restriction upon re- 
strielion-,—penalty upon penalty—oath upon oath—let 
them so lcgiSlate*as to avoids as far as possible, holding 
out to the poor the temptation, the ^opportunity for 
evasion or fraud. Let them consider,‘that multiplying 
oaths is multiplying, certainly, the possibility, and too 
frequently the pwbability, of peijury. Let them con¬ 
sider, that the respect /or an oath is necessarily dimi¬ 
nished by their frequency ;—-/hat their power is inversely 
as their number;—that their solemnity is lost, if they 
are brought down from the* high to the low concerns of 
life;—and that it is well worthy of the legislator and 
the moralist—perhaps also of the financier and the poli¬ 
tician—to sacrifice even excise to morality, and revenue 
to religion! 



RESOLVES. 


BY L. E. L. 


Glide thou gentle river on, 

But not until I write on thee, 

Much of changed- much of good, 

That henceforward 1 will be. 

By thy swift and silver stream, 

Prayers and blessings will I send, 
On to yonder glorious haven, . 

Where I see thy waters blend. 
Careless river, thou hast lost 
All I trusted to thy wave; 

All my best intents; and hopes. 

''In thy depths have found a grave. 
Thus it is the waves of time, 

Bear the heart’s resolves away, 
Useless all, and life’s best part 
' Thus becomes the spoiler’s prey. 
Woe for man’s weak foolishness, 
Playing thus the infant’s part; 
Writing that upon the wave, 

Which Jic sh\niltbgrave on his heart. 



THE FOUNTAIN OF MARAH. 

JJ\ MRS. HEM4NS. 


And when they came to Marah, they could not drink of the 
waters of Marah, for they were bitter. 

And the people murmured against Moses, saying. What shall 
we drink i 

And he cried unto the Lord; and the Lord showed him a 
tree, which whfcn he hud east into the waters, the waters 
were made sweet.*'-rExod. xv. 23—25. 


Where is the tree the prophet threw 
1 uto the bitter wave ? 

Left it no scion where it grew. 

The thirsting sou^to save ? 

Hath Nature lost the hidden powei 
Its precious foliage shed ? 

Is there no distant eastern bower. 
With such swfSf"W!ti*5s o’erspread 
2 i) 2 
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Nay, wherefore ask?—since gifts are ours. 
Which yet may well imbue 
Rarth’s many troubled founts with showers 
Of Heaven’s own balmy 

Oh ! mingled with the cup of grief. 

Let faith’s deep spirit be. 

And every prayer shall win a leaf 
From that blest healing tree ! 


ZION’S DAUGHTERS. 


BY J. ROyJY. 


Da*ik as the bounding waters 

When storm-clouds o’er them roll. 
The'face of, Zion’s Daughters 
Reflects the storm-swept soul. 

Rut light is sown in sadness. 

And hope with anxious fears ; 

Yon clouds shall break in gladness, 
And doubts dissolmnu-h/irs. 



STANZAS 

IS V II. c. ur. AK J N 

1 1 yonder radiant sphete of bli*s. 

To which the eye oft turns at evoif. 

Von glorious sphere that smiles on this, 

lie. wherejroung seraphs gaze on heaven,—- 
O waft me on some starry wing. 

That T may viewjtliat world above ; 

With beauteous seraphs Joyous sing, 

In one rich, boundless burst of love ! 

O bear me to those “ cloud capt towers,' 
That ceaselessly my soul invite. 

Where time impedes not, and the hours 
Are burning with excess of light ; 

I’or I would quit this gentle earth. 

And wander to yon sky divine : 

Ah ! happy is a seraph’.s birth. 

To worship frrw\ i»—nnn m a shrine : 
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Vc unseen spirits, who around 

Me float, like dew beneath the stars, 
(Met me hear the angelic sound, f 
Which thus my fevered soul unbars ; 

O waft me there on wings of fire. 

Such as to blessed ones are given, 

That F may, with 'that seraph choir,. 
Fxalt. my strains with theirs to heaven ! 


PERISHING BEAUTY*. 

75Y MONTAGUE SEYMOUR. 

Air ! boast thee not of thy beautiful eye. 

And ils lustre of languishing blue; 

For know, the beam of its brightness must die, 
As the flower that is lost to the view. 

Ah ! ’’doast thee not of thy beautiful bait, 

As in ringlets it falls on thy breast; 

Tor its auburn tints one sad doom must share 
With the leaves of the fotest at rest. 

Rut boast, of thy soul in purity bright. 

As at first from thy Milker ’twas given , 

I'is the only flower rati*survivc the night 
< > f deal ti, - to aw aken Nf!f* A* i n. 








THE CHILDREN OF’RAVENDALE. 

ny this Aj ! Tiion or " the dvke or mantiu.” 


“ I’ll, go v> fujther. Old Jlildebrand lias some dirty 
matters on his hands, that he, wants to thrust into our 
fingers. A had business quits best, at lh<? beginning. If 
once we get into the noddle, it were as well to go on, as 
come back ; like,Old Dobbs, when he swam half way 
through the mill-pond, and then, being faint-hearted, swam 
back again.” 

“ Look thee, Anthony, thou art a precious ass; thou 
wouldst be a wit without braifis, and a rogue, aye, a very 
wicked and unconditional rogue, without course. Tut, 
that same cowardly rogue, of all villains, is verily tho 
worst. Your liquorish cat, skulking, (tnd scared with a 
windlc-straw, is always ;hc biggest thief, and has the 
cruellest paws, for all her demure looks, and her pfhusiblo 
condescensions.—Come on.” 

“ Ijlon’t care for thy jeers, Michael.” 

“What! thy liejfst riding at anchor already? 'Tiswell, 

1 shall on to Havenda],. -cairfc with all*;peed, if Twen 
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only to inform one Hildebrand Wentworth of this sudden 
qualm, likewise, f may peradventurc remember to toll 
him of smother little quaim, once upon time thou wast 
taken with, at the sight of a score of his fat beeves: a 
little bit of choice robbery played off upon him by honest 
A nthony with the te nder conscience. Look to it, comrade, 
he shall know of |his,‘before thou canst convey thy cow¬ 
ardly carcase «ut of^us clutches. An it be thou goest 
forward, mum '. Backward—JIah ! have X cn-wht thee, 
my pretty bird V* 

At the conclusion of this speech, with the majice of a 
fiend urging;on his hesitating victim teethe commission of 
some loathed act of Jolly or of crime, the speaker lashed 
his unwilling cohrpanion’s beast into a furious gallop, and 
they were soon threading the intricate mazes across part of 
that vast chain of moorlands and ftyegts, which, long 
ago, skirted the northern boundaries between York and 
Lancaster. 

The horsemen were evidently of that dubious class, 
named ft Knights of the * l’ost,”—highwaymen, deer* 
stealers, (ft cattle-harriers; all and every of which occupa¬ 
tion, they occasionally followed. 

The present, owner of Ravendale Castle, whom it appears 
they had beforetime befriended in virtue of these several 
calling?, had sent for them in haste, having occasion to 
employ them, it might seem, in some business relative to 
their profession. 

For some hours they travelled witi^ considerable speed. 
Bay was just brightening ff!THITktst, as, emerging from 
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a more than usual intricacy of path, Jthey pushed through 

a thick and overhanging archway of troughs. .Suddenly a 
• . * • 
green knoll presented itself, sloping gently toward a narrow 

rivulet. Beyond, a dark and parjjally fortified mansion 
stood before them, lleic and there, a turret-shaped 
chamber, lifting its mural crown above the rest, rose clear 
and erect against the glowing sky, ngjnf rapidly displacing 
the grey hues i*f \he morning. The narrow embrasures, 
sharp an..^ ^ajitifully distinct, hut black as their own 
grim recessed ^stood in solemn contrast with the light and 
flickering* vapours from behind, breaking into all the 
gorgeous tints &etopening a heavy ani lurid afmosphere. 

The two horsemen crossed a narrow jfcidge, and the 
clattering of their hoofs was soon heard in the court-yard 
of Ravendale Castle. They had evidently been for some 
time expected. 

“ So, masters, if it hadjiot pleased your betters to have 
built so many hostels and roostfcg places on the road, 1 
might have lieen snug in my bed-linen four hours ago. 
I’m a thinking.” 

The personage who thus accosted them, was dressed in a 
plain leathern cap and donblel, with a pair ob stout hose 
that would not have disgraced a Dutch Vrow of the first 
magnitude. His short and frizzled beard was* curiously 
twirled and pointed, we may suppose after the choicest 
fashion of those regions. His appearance bespoke him*as 
some conftdent&l menial belonging to the establishment. 
His whole demeanotir had in it an air of impertinent au¬ 
thority. IJis little sharp eyes twinkled in all the plenitude 
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of power, and peered in the faces of the travellers as they 
alighted to render him an unwilling salutation. 

“ We have made the best of our roao, Master Jeffery, 
since we left our homes in Netherdale. But in troth, it’s 

•i 

a weary way, and a drouthy one into the bargain. I have 
not wet even -the tip w of this poor beast’s nose since we 
started.” 

“ Go to,—an the beasts be caret) /or; thine own 
muzzle may take its chance ot a swill. Darlfc see to the 
horses. Now for business. Master has beenfiliting for you 
these three hours: make what excuse you may. Heigh 
ho ! my old skull wjll have the worse on’t s»oon with these 
upsittings.”—faking a lamp from its niche, he commanded 
the strangers to follow. A wide staircase led to the gal¬ 
lery, from which a number of low doors communicated 
with the sleeping apar|jnents. Entering a narrow passage 
from an obscure corner, they ascended a winding stair. 
The sharp and capacious spurs of the intruders struck 
shrilly on the stone, mingled with the grumblings of 
Master Jeffery TIardpiece. A continual muttering was 
kept up from the latter, by way of running accompaniment 
to the directions which ever and anon he found it needful 
to issue. 

“ TJier^—an ass, a very ass—keep thy face from the 
wall, I tell thee, and lift up thy great leathern hoofs.” 

Another series of inaudible murmurings, mingled with 
confused and rambling sentences. 

“ This stair is like old Giles’ horn— it’s long a winding. 
Now—thy spuis, is it! Deshrew me, knave, but thou 
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art like* to frighten the children with their clalterfhg. They 
arc up, and are ready for their trip. TVIaudliri will stitch 
a pillow to your* pummels, and they’ll ride bravoJy, the 
pretty dears. Stop there, 1 tell ye—I’ll first crave an 
audience with my master, and returfl.” 

Old llardpiece tapped gently at a small door which now 
stayed their progress. It was opeifcd hastily to a^mit his 
«/'trance, and byt a few monient^elaps^jl ere Master 
Jeffery’s cunning face was cautiously extended out of the 
narrow opening*. 1 le beckoned to his companions, and at 
once ushgred them into a low chamber. A lamp, half 
extinguished, JtoocUon the floo*. The walls were nearly 
bare, and streaked in a variety of eolours^with the damp 
ooze filtering from the roof. A curiously ^carved oak table 
standing in the middle, and two or three stone benches, 
comprised the furniture of the apartment. A few rusty 
swords, with two large pistols nearly falling from their 
holsters, hung from the wall.. In one corner lay some 
halberds, reposing in otium cum dig nit ate with scvcmqI 
unmatched pairs of mildewedIjoots. Near tdthe window, 
or rather loop-hole, heaped up in a most pictufbsijue atti¬ 
tude of disorder, lay a score or two of rusty helmets, their 
grim uttirings mostly broken and disjointed.—Pacing to and 
fro through this uninviting chamber of audience, was seen 
a figure of about the middle size, attired in a loose upper 
garment. His head was nearly bald; a few thin locks 
only filing fmn the lower part of his poll; and yet, his 
age did not appeai*so far advanced as the scanty covering 
of his forehead might seem*to ihtijnaUf. He stayed not 
2 .. 
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on the entrance of the visiters, but, during the. greater 
part of the succeeding interview, persevered in the same 
restless and abrupt gait, as though repose were anguish, 
and it was only by a continued change of position that he 
soothed the rising perturbation of his spirit. 

“Is this your haste, when my commands are most 
urgentl” 

1 Ie turned sharp./ upon them as he.spoke. His eyes 
grew wild and keen: but still a heaviness and languor, as 
if from long watching, seemed to oppress them. 

“ We could not- ” Michael was stammering out an 

apology, when thus interrupted. 

“ Enough; I know what thou wouldest say. Let thy 
Comrade remain below. Jeffery, conduct him to thy 
refectory,—Michael abides here. Haste, and let refresh¬ 
ments be prepared.” 

What was the purport of the conversation that ensued 
between Ilifdebrand and *his fitting agent for deeds of 
death and rapine, can only be srumised from the following 
history. 

Old Ifardpiece, grumbling the greater part of the way, 
led his companion through a labyrinth of stairs and pas¬ 
sages, to a small room, where a huge flagon of ale, with 
cold beef and other substantial articles for breakfast, 
were about being displayed. Anthony, nothing loth, 
threw aside his cap, and unbraced his girdle for the more 
roomy stowage of such savoury and delicious viands. A 
heavy pull at the tankard again elicited Master Jefleiy’s 
under-spoken oratory. Anthony’s tongue grew more vo- 
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luble, as his appetite waxed less vigorous, yilc asked 
sundry questions touching the business which called for 
them at Ravendaje in such haste. # 

“ The orphan children of Sir Henry Fairfax, are to be 
conveyed to some place of concealment for a short period. 
Master says, he has had intimation of a design on the part 
of the late Sir ‘Henry’s friends tb seize them perforce: 
which act of violence, Hildebrand ^ientworth, being left 
as their sole guardian, will.do all in his power to prevent.” 

“ The ehifilftn of the late Sir Harry Fairfax, who was 
killed in foreign wars?” inquired Anthony. 

‘ ‘ Ay, ay,-*poo; things! 6jjnce their mother drowned 
herself-” 

Light footsteps were now heard bounding along the pas¬ 
sage, and the door was suddenly burst open by two rosy, 
laughing children—the elder a hoy of some four or five 
years’ growth, and his sister scarcely a twelvemonth 
younger. 

" Master Jeffery, Master Jeffery,” lisped one joyous 
urchin, “ hide me, here is Alice, she’ll not let me go: 
so nice a ride, with two gentlemen on grcatjiorscs, and 
I must have a sword, and sister Julia must have a 
coach.” 

Here nurse Alice math; her appearance. She had been 
weeping. Tears and entreaties were vain ;*sh« was not 
permitted to accompany them, but, with a frown, Hildebrand 
Wentworth had chidden her from his presence. Sinde the 
melancholy loss of their mother, and almost from the time 
that the news arrived of their father's death, which haip- 
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pcnotl a 'jttle while before the birth of Julia, ahe had 
acted a mother’s part to her charge, ajid liad it been per¬ 
mitted her, she would gladly have served them without fee 
or reward. Fearful of quitting them, she had followed 
hastily into the room. With a searching glance she eyed 
the stranger for awhile, then suddenly turning to the chil¬ 
dren, she solemnly exclaimed— 

“ Harry, you have not said your prayer this morning. 
Do you think God will take cpje of you to-day, if you do 
not ask him V* 

Here the rebuked hoy grew serious, and with a suffused 
eye ran to his nurse, wlijlst in her lap,he poured out 
his morning orison. It was a simple, but. affecting re¬ 
quest, beseeching from their Almighty Father, preserva¬ 
tion from evil, and a special protection from all the 
dangers to which they might be exposed. Julia knelt 
also, and Alice, laying a hand on each, blessed the 
children—“ God of their fathers, I commit them to 
thv care 1” She could say no more, loud sobs checked her 
Utterance, and leaping over them, convulsively clasped 
them in hf»r embrace. 

Old 1 laidpieec grew unusually busy about the break¬ 
fast material* ; iuulj.be hard-featured trooper was seen to 
brush his brows, as though spme unpleasant surmise 
had crossed bis brain, lie raised his arm as he gazed 
on the children, slowly muttering, as he clenched his 
liana—“If he dare!” He then carelessly .^xamincJ his 
sword, and returned it quickly into its sjieath, as the pious 
Alice drew away tl* ‘children to hei own apartment. 
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Old Jeffeiy fiow grew more talkative. Leani^ his chin 
upon his hand, and his elbow on tho table, he thus pro¬ 
ceeded : 

“It’s four long years come St. Barnabas, since Sir 
Henry’s death; and my lady, resk her soul! went crazy 
soon after belike. Every thing ho died possessed of 
was bequeathed in trust to my master, Hildebrand 
Wentworth, who was a great friend^t Sir Henry’s, and 
accompanied Him as his, secretary or purse-bearer, I 
forget which.* *No matter; all the property, I say, was 
bequeathed in trust for Sir Harry’s? wife and children. 
Hildebrand bjought a will frjm Sir Henry to this effect, 
and poor Lady Fairfax never lookdft up afterward. She 
moped about, and would see nobody,,&nd then it was 
they said she was out of her wits. Not long after, her 
head-gear and jpantle were found by the river side, 
just below the old bridge you crossed; but her body 
never.”—Here the entrance of Michael cut short the old 
man’s discourse. 

“ Belike thou hast not lacked a cup of warm sack and 
a whey posset with my master in the west turret,” 
pertly exclaimed Master Jeffery. Michael looked surly 
as he replied— 

“ Old Gabergeon, lej us have a draught of thy best— 
a stirrup cup: breakfast X have settled above*stairs.” 

" Many, take your swill, Mr. Saucypate,” tartly re- 
plus)-Jeffery,. “ And so because you have eated and 
drunk with my njaster, it is ‘ Old Gabergeon!’ else had 
it been ‘ Good Master Hard piece!'—< If you will. Master 

2 i, 2 



318 TiiKirniLiiiu.N of «*vlm).u,h. 

Jeffery !’ \^Out upon such carrion, say I, that think, them- 
selves good live meat, when they are hut fly-blown." 

“ Old Jeffery,” said Michael, coolly, “ we’ll settle 
our rank at some more fitting opportunity: just now I'll 
thank thee for the flagon." 

“ It’s in the cupboard,” growled Jlardpiece. “ Verily 
do these old arms tingle. But J am old, and that same 
Michael a surly llr^te: no beating would mend him. 
An ass of most vicious propensities—he will bite forwards 
and kick backwards: friends get the benetit'.of his teeth, 
pnd foes tile favour Of his heels.” 

Thus did the old man console himself foj; the rude im¬ 
pertinence lie had suffered. It was not long ere a. 
summons hurricfj them to the court-yard. They found 
their beasts equipped, and ready to depart,—Harry and 
Julia looking joyously on, with each a tiny whip, and 
vastly amused with the horses' accoutrements. Hilde¬ 
brand stood by the gateway, looking round at the sky lor 
a prognostication of fair weather. Alice, full of sorrow, 
stood with a few cakes and. other refreshments, which 
were stowefl in the wallet. The journey was hut short,, 
and an hour's ride that fine morning, Michael said, 
would bring,them to their destination. Hildebrand for¬ 
bade him to mention the place of their concealment, lest 
it shoul(U>e'knowii to their iniquitous relatives. 

Already seated, each horseman, with a child before 
him, slowly passed the outer court, at the entrance of 
which Alice disappeared. The iron tramp of the steeds 
tang shrilly from ujideiuegth lire arched gateway. Beyond 
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this, where £ beautiful urn of foreign workmatwhip rested 
on a pillar by the garden terrace, stood Hildebrand: he 
bade them good |ipeed. A nthorry passed first. Michael 
cheeked his horse for a moment: Hildebrand took the 
hand of the boy, and pressed it; bijt one portentous look, 
as at the recognition of some sinister purpose, passed 
between Michael and the old man, unobserved by his 
colleague. Hildebrand raised his haficl above his mouth, 
and slowly wlSspcred—“ Remember!—the gulf under¬ 
neath the wcttetfall!” 

The horsemen departed. Passing the bridge, they 
were just rising over the green slope, when the children 
recognised Alice upon her late mistress’s fittle palfrey. 
They screamed after her; but she was rkyfcg in a contrary 
direction, and soon out of their sight. 

The narrow glades of the forest suddenly encompassed 
them. The morning was pretty far advanced. The joyous 
birds twittered in their din covert, brushing the dew-drops, 
from the boughs with their restless wings. The thrush 
and blackbird from afar poured forth a more melancholy 
note; whilst the timid rabbit, scared from hig morning’s 
meal, rushed by, and sought his burrow. The wood 
grew thicker, and the sunbeams which had previously 
shot in broad slopes across their path, soon became but. 
as lines of intensely chequered light piercing hhe grim 
shadows beneath. The trees, too, put on a more sombre 
forn^^and character; and the sward appeared choked 
with rank and noxious wefds.. It seemed a path rarely 
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trod, and'/mly to be recognized by occasioial openings 
through the underwood.. 

They travelled for some hours. Michael had taken 
the lead, and Anthony, with his prattling charge, rode 
carelessly on. Looking round, the latter suddenly checked 
his horse: a momentary alarm overspread his features as 
he cried— 

“ Michael, you bpve surely mistaken the path. An 
hour’s ride should have brought us to tue end of our 
journey, and our 1 leasts have been footing -it here these 
three hours.” 

“ Heed not, comrade; this is our path, .and thou wilt 
soon find we have the right track before us: we shall be 
through the wood presently.” 

“ Why, this is the road to Middleliam Tower, if I 
mistake not;—yonder is the roaring of the waterfall.” 

“ Right; we shall be on the road to Bolton Castle 
shortly.”. 

They travelled on more silently than before, until the 
brawling of the torrent they had heard for some time, 
increased into a roar with rapid intensity. The road now 
widening, Anthony spurred on his beast by the side of 
his companion, who slackened his pace, as if to aflbrd an 
opportunity for further parley. 

“ Whither are we bound !” inquired Anthony. 

11 Where the children will be well cared for.” 

A dubious expression of countenance, which Antjiony 
but too well understood, escaped Michael as he uttered 
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these words; and villain ••was written, legibly/and not 
easily mistaken, with every change tfnd inflection of his 
visage. Anthony, though not of,the most unsullied re¬ 
putation, and probably habituated to crimes at which 
humanity might shudder, pressed the little victim closer 
to his breast. The prattle of the babe had won his 
heart; and the morning scene witlf Alice had so softened 
his spirit, that he could have wept^when he thought of 
the remorseless* nature of, his comrade, to whose care 
they had been Entrusted. 

The rpar of the torrent grew louder. Suddenly they 
entered upon*a sprt of irregular amphitheatre—woods 
rising above each other to the very summit of the hills by 
which they were surrounded. A swollen waterfall was 
now visible, Mow which, one single bare and flattened 
trunk, whose boughs had apparently been but just lopped, 
was thrown across the torrent. A ruined keep, or donjon, 
was seen rising above a line of dark firs, crowning the 
summit of a steep crag rising abruptly from the river. 

“ This is our half-way hoilse.” said Michael, pointing 
to the grim fortress. “-The Children arfe tired, and have 
need of refreshment. Tarry herb with the horses, whilst 
1 carry them over the bridge.” 

“We have refreshments in the wallet: what need we 
to loiter yonder,” replied Anthony, eyeing Lhfe oilier with 
an evident expression of distrust. 

‘i'Phe chi|drcn want rest,” said Michael, “ and wc 
shall there find shglter from the heat.” 

“ If rest be needful,” was the reply* ” surely this dry 
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sward, aVd these overhanging leaves, will afford both 
rest and shelter.” 

“ TJie children are ,in my keeping ” said Michael, 
fiercely, • ‘ and 1 am not to account with thee for my pro¬ 
ceedings. Alight, and give me the child.” 

“ I will not. Michael, 1 have watched thee, and I 
know that thou art a’ villain! Aye, draw, and I have 
weapons too, comrade.” 

Fast and furious grew the combat, whilst the terrified 
children made the woods resound with their shrieks. The 
result did net long seem doubtful. Michael soon proved 
himself the better swordsman-; and his ar tagonist stum¬ 
bling from fatigue, "broke bis own weapon in the fall. 
Defenceless anti exposed, the uplifted sword of his ad¬ 
versary was raised for his destruction—when suddenly the 
arm of the ruffian was arrested, tire sw/rrd snatched from 
his grasp, and a female figure, habited in a dark and 
coarse vestment, stood between' the combatants. Her 
brpw was bare, and her dark full eye beamed on them 
with a look of pity and of anger. Her naturally pale 
cheek wastflushed, but itHbetrayed not the agitation she 
endured. Erect, and unbending, she stood before them, 
and the quaffing miscreant crouched at her feet.' 

“ Away!—To thy master i ,Thy blood, too worthless 
even tor 'dune own steel!”—She hurled away the weapon 
as she spoke. 

Burning with revenge at his late defeat, AnthoriJ .lew 
after the falling brand : seizid|* it, he renewed the attack. 
Michael fled toward the bridge. With ‘the bound of a 
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bereaved tigef, Anthony sprung upon his pijjy. Just 
where the root of the trunk rested oij the bank, they closed, 
after a desperate lqnge parried by {he unprotected jrm of 
Michael. It was disabled, but he still clung to his enemy. 
Anthony strove to disengage himself; but the other, 
aware that life and death depended on the issue of that 
struggle, hung on him with a coilvulsive tightness that 
rendered of no ava.il the advantage hq* had gained. The 
sword was useless: Anthony threw, it into the boiling gulf 
at his feet, iioih hands being now free, whilst that of 
Michael yet hung at his side bleeding and useless, gave 
the former again greatly the advantage. He wrenched his 
enemy’s arm from its hold, lifted Inin from his narrow 
footing-place, and with a malignant shout oi’triumph shook 
him over the abyss. One startling plunge, and the villain 
sank in the rolling waters. An agonizing yell, and but 
one, escaped him, as he hung quivering over that yawning 
portal to eternity,—the next cry was choaked by tire seethe 
of the boiling foam. The waves whirled him round for j 
moment, like some huge leviathan tossing its prey;—he 
sank into its gorge, and the insatiate gulf swallowed him 
up for ever. Anthony hastily d*ew back. He turned 
from the horrid scene with some yet jingerii/g tokens of 
compunction, in the expectation of rejoining his compa¬ 
nions, but in vain—the babes and his deliverer hfcd dis¬ 
appeared 1 

Mm ding hafj risen bright and cheerful into the chamber, 
ere Hildebrand Wqptworth awoke. He stamped thrice, 
and immediately the half-knave, half-fool conntenance of 
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Master Jeffery Hardpiece was seen within‘ the chamber. 
—“ Master,” saidhe. “ a messenger arrived last night”— 

“A messenger! From whom!” eagerly demanded 
.Hildebrand. 

“ Unluckily,” said Jeffery, “ it chanced shortly after 
your commands for the night, not to be disturbed, 1 
durst not then trouble you with the message. Marty, it’s 
Slot the sort of news one likes to be in a hurry to tell”— 

“ do on, varlet.” 

“ Why,” continued Jefleiy, as if about to reveal un¬ 
pleasant tidings, and drawing back as he spoke, ‘ ‘ the 
■bearer is in the train of some heralij-or pursuivant, come 
from over the sea to our court, about exchange of pri¬ 
soners, and the like. This man has a message from Sir 
Henry Fairfax-” 

“ He lies! I’ll have his tongue bored,” furiously cried 
Hildebrand. 

- “ Nay, but listen. He says, Sir Henry, whom we all 
thought dead, is now alive, and a prisoner in the fortress 
Hermannstein.” 

During this recital, the astonished Hildebrand clenched 
his bony fingers, with ‘a look of awful and impotent rage. 
Hardpiece "continued: 

“ This coxcomb says, he was sent specially by Sir 
Henryto’obtain from you some document of mighty im¬ 
portance, which will ensure his immediate release. He 
bears Sir Henry’s signet, and the knave, has nb feck of 
assurance.” 

“Has this fellow had‘■■free communication with the 
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menials, Jeffery; or hast, thou done me thr> service to 
keep him and his message to thysdlf anxiously inquired 
Hildebrand. 

“ Why, as touching that, Alice, somehow or other, (for 
these women are always about any body’s business., save 
their own,) wormed out his message in part, before 1 was 
aware of the drift of the crafty jade% d^;course.” 

“ Alice!—Hah—that viper,—agrfin acaoss my path! 
Hid this messenger attend .V 

When Jeffery returned, he was followed by a short, 
museulas-looking personage, attired in a foreign garb. A 
military cloak? and . slouched hat garnished with a broad 
feather, gave him altogether an air of importance, which 
the bare exterior of his figure might rfbt have been so 
capable of sustaining. On entering, he made a slight 
obeisance. Hildebrand watched his bearing, as if he 
would have searched hiir^to his heart’s core. Not in the 
least disconcerted, the sSldier # threw himself on a seat. 
Preliminaries were waived by this unceremonious guc*t, 
who, evidently with a foreign* accent, began the interroga¬ 
tory as follows 

** You were the private secretary of Sir Ilenry Fairfax 
“ 1 was,” briefly replied Hildebrand. 

“ Know you this signet 

“I do,” again he sullenly answered. 

“ It was given into my keeping,” said the stranger,^* as 
a token whergby Hildebrand Wentworth should, in the 
due exercise of hisdealty and trust, commit to my charge 
certain documents that shall iftimSdiately'be set forth. But 
2 v 
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first, and briefly, it may be needful to relate the manneriu 
which Sir Henry recovered after your departure. On the 
day follawing the skirmish, wherein Sir .Henry was sup¬ 
posed to be mortally wounded, he gave unto you, as his 
most valued and bosom friend, those solemn credentials, 
'•wherein, as a dying man, he invested you with full powers 
to proceed to England forthwith, and there give his last 
testimonials of unspeakable affection and fidelity to his 
dear wife and his beloved children: likewise, that you 
should act as their sole guardian and protector: all and 
evcy of the goods and effects of which he died .the pos¬ 
sessor, to be. vested in yourname, in trust, for the benefit of 
his wife and her infant offspring alone. I think I am 
right in this. In case of their death though, 1 believe the 
property reverted to you.” 

“It did.” 

“Such was the nature of the wound, that his physician 
believed a few hours only could intervene ere his dissolu¬ 
tion mustinevicably take place. lie urged your immediate 
departure; shortly after which, the whole camp equipage, 
together with the sick and wounded, fell into the hands of 
your enemies. Driven off to a considerable distance up 
the lthine at full speed, and without any other comforts 
or necessaries than what his captors could supply; his 
wounds' bleeding afresh, and every muscle racked with 
pain,—to the astonishment of all, he recovered; and from 
that time he has remained a close prisoner is the fortress. 
He has heard no tidings from his native shores: he knows 
not his loss. Yesternight ofily.I heard of Lady Fairfax’s 
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most lamentable decease; and how to acquaint him, I 
Know not! In a cartel lately aitived for negotiating an 
exchange of prisoners, Sir Hemy sends by me, secretly, 
as one of the envoys, for the papers I have before men¬ 
tioned. His name not being included in the lists for ex¬ 
change, has induced him thus to act. Nor has he much 
misgiving but that the credentials he will be enabled 
through me to present, will bring*^o pass this so much 
desired event, and restore him to his family and to his 
home. They are papers of great njoment, and will set 
forth claims which cannot be overlooked; and I have 
most minute a*td special instructions to get them laid before 
the King’s most gracious Council. Thesg testimonies are 
deposited in a secret drawer of an Eastem'eabinet of choice 
and costly workmanship, containing other records of gre&t 
value. It is in She private chamber, where Sir Henry 
was wont to resort from .the cares and turmoils attendant 
on his public duties.” 

“ Hath Sir Henry sent no written message or letter*to 
us touching this matter V’ inquired Hildebrand. 

‘‘It is strictly forbidden to any prisoner,” replied the 
other, “ the use of tablets.” 

“ Retire, and I will begin the search with all speed; 
but hold thyself in readiness for immediate departure. 
Thou wilt not have the worse thrift for a hasty dis¬ 
missal.” 

'Rid stranger withdrew, accompanied by Hardpiece. 
Hildebrand listen*! to their retreating footsteps. When 
the vaulted passages had ceased to give back their echoes, 



388 'I HE CHILDREN OF HAVENDALI'. 

—“ Thouyshalt not escape me now!” said he; and 
threw dpen the doors "of the private chamber. Hilde¬ 
brand had often searched through this-same depository, 
but the place of concealment pointed out by the stranger, 
had hitherto escaped Ris notice. He soon discovered the 
secret drawer; but the papers of which he was in search 
were gone! The spirit of mischief was again foiled, but 
the promptings of hisrevil genius did not forsake him. He 
sat down, and, for purposes ■of the blackest malignity, 
forged a series of evidences, as a development of plans 
and proceedings, that would at once have branded Sir 
Henry as a coward and a traitor. These Utters he sealed 
up, and calling for the messenger, committed the packet 
info his hands. 

‘ “ You have Sir Henry's orders to lay these before 
the King!” said Hildebrand- 

“ I have,” replied the envoy. 

“ Then hasten to court and so good speed.—Stay— 
when you meet Sir Henry Fairfax, offer him an old man’s 
sympathy and condolence. Break the matter to him ten¬ 
derly. Arid when he returns^-1 will say no more. 

Away—thy mission hath need of despatch.” 

The soldier made a slight inclination of the head as he 
departed. 

Hildebrand Wentworth sat down to reap the fruits of 
this rich harvest of villany—his own right-hand planting. 
The full fruition of it he now seemed ready to enjoy! •But 
days and weeks passed by, and still found him feverish 
and anxious. The fate of tlie children—whether the work 
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of destruction had, or had not been accomplished—was 
still to him a matter of uncertainty.* He hdlS often sent 
in search of the ruffians, but they had not been heard of 
at their usual haunts. Guilt whispered that all was not 
yet complate. Restless and oppressed by some undefined 
and terrible apprehensions, he resolved to end his doubts, 
and, if possible, procure an interview uptli the instruments 
of his crime. He expected to obtain some clue to their 
proceedings by a visit to Mkldleham Tower, hoping to find 
there some traces of their foul offence. 

It was not far from the close of a soft Autumn after¬ 
noon, that he^ained the rude«bridge below the waterfall. 
He shuddered as the narrow trunk vibrated to his tread, 
and he looked upon the ever-tossing gulf beneath. The 
blackness of darkness was upon his spirit, and he flew, as 
if some demon tad pursued him, climbing, with almost 
breathless haste, the stejp and winding staircase that led 
from the bridge to the rffined fortress above. 

From a ruined doorway he ascended a narrow stone stair, 
and he had penetrated far into the interior of that part of 
the castle which yet in'some measure remained entire, 
ere, with a deep groan, he started into a consciousness of 
his situation. It was an appalling seene of solitude and 
decay. The realities ha which he almost instantaneously 
awoke, might have startled a less guilty spirit titan what 
abode in the bosom of Hildebrand Wentworth. A long 
gallerf, uphplden by huge pillars, dimly receded in the 
distance, which was tennidaled by a long and narrow 
casement. On each side, BrokSn, buf richly variegated 
2 1 2 
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windows, t^ircw down a many-tinted light, which, op¬ 
pressed by toe dark' atyl covered arches, gave a strange 
and awftul character to the grotesque reflections chequering 
tlie floor. Narrow streams of light flickered on the dense 
vapours, rendered vistole by their gleam. Involuntarily 
did Hildebrand pass on. Impelled as if by some unseen 
but resistless powcf, he dared not to retrace his footsteps. 
Slow and fearful btame his tread, as.he traversed the 
long and dreary vista. Every sense was now in full 
exercise, llis faculties rendered more acute by the extre¬ 
mity of terror he endured: his ear caught the .slightest 
sound—his^eye the least motion that* glitamered across 
his path. Sometimes a terrific shape would appear to 
glide past: he brushed the cold and clammy damps from 
his brow, and it vanished 1 

Suddenly a door opened at the extremity of the gallery, 
and a faint light streamed from the crevice. Voices— 
children’s voices—were heard in die chamber. He rushed 
onward. Jlage, frantic and uneontrouled, possessed him, 
as he beheld the very babes,' doomed as victims to his fell 
avarice, in all the bloom of health and innocence, un¬ 
conscious of danger, bounding tluough the apart incut 
ogetlicr, wit’n their,nurse and protector Alice 1 Goaded 
>y insatiate revenge, he drew q poignard from his vest, 
md rushed on the unoflending oilspring of his bcnefactoi. 
V lice .shrieked ! She attempted to throw herself between 
hem and their foe, but was too far off to accomplishJier 
>urpose ; his arm was too sup?., and hi stroke loo sudden : 
mt etc the steel had pierced its victims, that arm was 
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arrested ! lie looked round, and a female figure, loosely 
enveloped in a dark cloak, had fcgam rescued them from 
death. It was tjie same form that had before interposed 
to snatch them from llic fangs of their remorseless enemy. 
Tn the sudden spring she made, Her garment flew aside. 
Hildebrand gazed, silently, but with a look of horror too# 
wild and intense to be conceived! IJe seemed to recog¬ 
nize the intruder.: his lips moved Apidly, as he made a 
convulsed effort to speak—* 

** Thee—wfiom the waves had swallowed ! Have the 

- • 

seas and waters given up their dead 1” he faintly ex¬ 
claimed, almost gaping for utterance. 

“Monster! canst thou look upon thjs form again,” 
she cried, “and thine orbs retain thefr sight 1 But I 
have done,” she meekly continued, “ Heaven hath yet a 
blessing for the innocent! But thy cup of ini(juity*is full 
—thy doom is at hand.! I have trusted thee, O my 
Father! and I trust the? stilly” 

11 was the much-injured and persecuted wife of Sir Henry 
Fairfax, who now stood before the abashed miscreant. 

“ Away!” she cried,- “ to Heaven I leave’my venge¬ 
ance and thy crime ! Hence—to thy homo 1 Thine, did 
I say 1 Soon, monster! shalt thou ire chased from thy 
lair, and the wronged viqfim regain his right.” 

Hildebrand, awed and confounded, retraced Ris path, 
deeply brooding over some more cunning plot to ensnare 
his*pr3y. Up had passed the bridge, and on attempting 
to remount his stead, his attention was directed to a cloud 
of dust, and a pale glimmer Sf aTms in the evening light. 
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Two horsemen emerged, their steeds studded with gouts 
of foam, anthiii an instant one of them alighted before the 
arch hypocrite. It was Sir Henry Fairfax 1 

"Have I caught thee here!” shouted the knight. 
“ What mischief hast 'ihou been now perpetrating 1 ! Seize 
that traitor!” 

In a moment was Hildebrand prevented from all chance 
of escape. 

“ Thy machinations are defeated—thy villanics are re¬ 
vealed—and now vengeance will make quick recompense.” 

Hildebrand prostrated himself on the ground in the 
most abject humiliation, and besought his mercy. 

“ I will not harm thee, wretch !” exclaimed the gallant 
knight: “ to a higher power I leave the work of retribution. 
Lead the way; thou shalt be witness to our meeting— 
wife, children, all! Our bliss will to thee be a punish¬ 
ment more miserable than the most refined tortures thy 
wretched body could endure.—Oh, on 1” 

Hildebrand, with imbecile agony, grasped at the very 
stones for succour. He then rushed towards the bridge, 
and, ere his purpose could be anticipated, with one wild 
yell, precipitated himself into the waters ! 

A few lines will suffice by way of explanation to this 
unlooked-for termination of their sufferings. 

When Lady Fairfax fled from Ravendale Castle, in 
order to elude the search of her tormentor, who bad the 
audacity to threaten by force to make her his wife, she 
threw off her cloak and head-dress, laying them on the 
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river’s- brink* that it might appear as though she had ac¬ 
complished her own destruction* To the^carc of the 
faithful Alice shp had committed her children, and like¬ 
wise the secret of her concealment. Alice was in continual 
correspondence with her unfortunate mistress ; and great 
was the joy and exultation with which she communicated 4 
the arrival of a*messenger from l?er lprd, whom she had 
long mourned as. dead. Providentially no interview took 
place between liildebrand.and the stranger on the night, 
of his arrival’; * and sufficient time intervened to enable 
Lady F^rfax to make a desperate attempt, in the hope 
of gaining possessityi of the papers for which fye had been 
sent. She well knew Hildebrand would not give up 
credentials that might ensure his lordVretum. In this 
attempt she succeeded, and with these she met the envoy 
on his return from.the castle; and disclosing all the tor¬ 
tuous and daring villany^ of Hildebrand,'committed the 
real documents into his Caro, instructing him at the same 
time to lay before her sovereign the narrative of her wrongs. 
Soon was tiie captivity of Sir lldflfry terminated ; and joy 
heightened by the past, and chastened by the Severity of 
their misfortunes, attended the refnainder of their earthly 
career.—To a numerous posterity thep left tfiis motto— 

“ Verily , there is a God tjial ruleth in the earth!'* 



THE WITCH’S ORDEAL. 

A Dramatic Sketch, 

BY MISS £. ROBERTS. 

Scene. the outside of a hovel , on the edge of a common. A vil¬ 
lage in the distance. A crowd of rustics^usscmblcd. 

, FIRST RUSTIC. 

Off with the witch, I say; well try the test— 

I warrant me the hag will swim. The fiend 
Will be at hand to help—come, neighbours, come. 

Assist to hale her to the river’s t-rink; 

Then we shall see how like a cork she floats 
Upon the rapid waters. 

SECOND RUSTIC. 

Down with her; 

She has performed her wicked freaks too long. 

The mildew hangs upon the com; the earth 
Teems with unwholesome damps; whole flocks of sheep 
Are smitten with disease—and she has wrought 
These deadly plagues. Beneath the waning moon 
I saw her gather poisonous herbs, and heard 
The spell she inly muttered. Off with her! 
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CROWD. 

Ay, to the river straight; the witoii sliall swifn! 

ellinorT 

Nay, nay, good people, hold your ejiger hands; 
The poor old dame itfrhnocent, indeed 
She cannot harm,you if she would,*—so old. 

So pressed by want. 0, if she had tji£ power 
To work*forbidd«h spells, she would not starve 
llpon a morsel .wrung from the cold hand 
Of most reluctant charity: then pass*, 

Nor for £?n idle prejudice commit 
r l'his cruel deetf. 


THIRD RUSTIC. 

She has been proved a witch, 

A foul, rank witch. *Twas but a fortnight since 
She passed our door, and out of wicked spite, 

Because the silly children set a cur 
A snarling at her heels, to verjuice turned 
A cask of stout October. J Tre in vain 
We nail the guardian horse-shoe o’er the porch,# 

And place witch-straws across tlitf threshold, still 
Our cattle die, and still the noisome bjjght 
Destroys the labourer’s toil, the fanner’s hope. 

ALICE. 

1 drove the canker’d beldam from my gate, 

And» straight % loathsome toad dragged its foul length, 
And shed its venom o’er the rosemary. 

The thyme, and sage, drying Tor winter's store. 



336 


THE W1TCII 'b ORDEAL. 


MAUOARET. 

The hens br^ak all the eggs, and we may chum 
Until our arms drop off— -no butter comes. 

Strange cats, with glaring eyes, some of the brood 
She nurtures in her hdvel, roam abroad, 

• And dart at people’s throats. She sends the owl 
To hoot around our houses. Snakes, and frogs, 
And slimy reptiles, buds of night, the bat. 

The croaking raven, and the hedge-hog grim. 
Creatures who fly from men, are with this hag 
Familiar. And in her spite she sends 
'The will-oVwisp to guide the wanderer on* 

To some deep bog: our hind was lantern-led 
But yesternight, and came home scared to death. 


AI.tCE. 

She fears nor Heaven nor man; is never seen 
At church or meeting: when shy mumbles prayers. 
She says them backwards.' Out upon the witch— 
Ay, to the river '. Down with her, I say. 

1 HE WITCH. 

You will nQt be content until you have 
My life, you greedy blood-hounds ! Can I stii 
A step without a gibe! PitfalEi are set 
About my path, and I am sorely braised 
By sticks and stones cast by the village fry, ■ 
Whene’er X wander forth. Your imps are.taught 
To maim my cats. I soon shall be without 
A shed to screen me from the sky—the roof 
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Is pulled abotyt my ears. The murrain take 
Your beasts—the red curse hangton all! 

ELl.TNOR* 

Stay^ Stay! 

Nay, rlo not curse, good mother. You should strive. 

With meekness and with gentleness, to turn 
Their stubborn hearts. 

THE. WITCH. 

Turn stones hild rocks, ’twould be 
A task as easy. Preach not peace to me ; 

I hate the caning vermin, ant^ I'll spend 
My latest breath in railing. Blisters be 
Upon your slanderous lips!-—famine and pestilence 
Feed on your vitals ! 

FIRST RUSTIC. 

Peace, thou fyul-mouthed witch 1 
Shall we stay tamely hy* andjiear her curse 1 
Seize her, good neighbours, drag her to the stream. 

CROWD. 

Down with the witch! down with the wicked hag ! 
(Enter, a Traveller on Jioroekack.) 

•LLINOll. 

Oh, sir, for charity arrest the mad 
A nd murderous purpose of these credulous. 

Inhuman pedants. They will put to death 
A poor old harmless creature, something given. 

In truth, to evil speaking, but indeed 
2 o 
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Most wrongfully accused. The charge they bring 
Would he a theme for nferriment alone, 

Were they not bent upon a cruel lest— ' 

They’ll drown their wretched victim for a witch i 

TRAVELLER. 

It were in vain 

To reason with a crowd so obstinate 

And mischievous in then- intentions:—stand aside. 

And I will strive to lead them to adopt 

A better ordeal.-TWy good friends, restrain 

This violence: there is no need to drag 
Yon wretched cmature to the river’s brink; 

You have a surer*test within your reach— 

You all have Bibles! In a Christian land, 

’Twere sin to doubt it. Place within the scales 
The sacred volume of the Scriptures, and, 

However small, however light it be. 

Nay, should one leaf alone remain, 'twill sink 

Like lead to earth, while the convicted witch 

Shall By above the beam: but should the book 

Be lightest in the scale, then be assured 

That you have wronged this woman.—Who shall say 

That she is guilty, if this holy book 

Proclaim her innocent ? 


We'll try the test— 
It must be true. 
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FIRST RUSTIC. 

This Bijite’s somewhat large, 
‘Twill weigh the, beldam down. .Now, neighbour Giles, 

Your scales are handy.-We have been to blame; 

She has outweighed the sacred voleme,—see. 

It seems a feather in the balance. 

TRAVELLER. 

Friends !•* 

Go to your homes, and ponder on the word 
Of Him who graciously vouchsafed to give 
That holy volume to a sinful world. 

Oh, know ye tint,.that when die blessed Son* 

Of light and peace gave up his life for us 
The power of evil spirits was destroyed !* 

Live not in ignorance of Him who chained 
The fiends of darkness, and to all mankind 
Offered a free redemptiop. 

*WITgH. 

Has the Bible saved me 1 

TRAVELLER. 

The word of God has saved you! O, repent. 

And turn in humble thankfulness to him 
Who will preserve your soul. You now rejoice 
Because your wretched body has escaped 
From present peril: but a nobler boon 
Courts your acceptance. Flee away from sin, 

Asd seek a pleased immortality. 

ELLINOR. 

• • % 

Thanks, thanks, good sir; it was a happy thought. 



340 


'FHOM 3 HE Plill Si A N » 


TRAVELLER . 

Lady, in IhisVpy pilgrin*age I've learned, 

I n eve ry CJ evil chance of my sad life. 

To seek for aid, for comfort, and for strength. 
From holy writ. Stud^ with humble zeal 
/I’his blessed ix>ok, and you will never need 
Another counsellor^ Those rustics feared 
The word of G/>d ; and, Lady, may I say. 
Your influence was weak, because they heard 
Nothing, save worldly wisdom, to oppose 
Their idle superstition., 


FROM TI1E PERSIAN. 


1»Y TIIJB BEV. THOMAS GREENWOOD. 


What time the sun, at this sweet season. 
The east with transient beauty stains. 
Say, mortal, ddSt thou know the reason 
Why th*e bird of morn complains 1 

4 * Hay’s bright mirror,”—thus he sings, 
“To me a mournful truth discloses; 

A night of life has spread its wings 

And fled, while man in sloth reposes.” 



PSALM CXXXIJI. 


I!Y JOSTAII rONITEIt. 


0, now goodly is the sigjht, 

Israel! jvhoii thy soss unite; 

When a sacred truce succeeds 
Angry feuds and hostile deed*, 

And as brethren, side by side, 

Peacefully thy tribes abide!— 

hike tho holy Tinction shed 
Upon Aaron’s teverend head. 

That with costliest'odonrs blended, 

Copious on his-beard descended. 

Thence distilling on his vest;— 
lake the genial dews that met, 

Hermon! on t^y pastoral heights;— 
Spreads that peace its calm delights, 
Shedding heavenly fragrance round: 
Richest blessings there abound. 

For wlicje love life saints unites, 

Peace, and heart;n,*and God are found. 

2 o 2 



THE MORNING RAMBLE. 

f* 

Bi; THE '4EV. F. A. COX, LL. D. 

Whoever has a touch of that romantic sensibility 
which so frequently imparts a charm to the sunshiny days 
of youth, and renders the' mind snscoptil/e of exquisite 
pleasure while contemplating the scenes of nature, can 
easily imagine the enchantment of a ramble through 
woodlands and groves and hills and dales, trodden for 
the first time and unexpectedly, by the solitary and mu¬ 
sing stranger. 

The morning was not indeed one of which poets sing: 
it was not one of those clear, cloudless, glowing seasons, 
which fill us with thoughts of primeval paradise, where 
there was no thorn in the path or in the bosom of innocent 
man, and no shade upon the brightness of his bliss. Still 
it was a day of spring, and overspread wijh a few welcome 
clouds which Rafter a season of drought, were ever and 
anon dropping down fatness upon the pastures of the 
wilderness. The little hills, covered with budding plenty 
and verdant smiles, were beginning to rejpice oh every 
side. The snow-white blossoms of the thorn powdered 
eveiy hedge-row ‘ the gentfe breeze wafted a thousand 
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odours, and fcave to languishing life the louch of renovated 
bloom and bJhutv ; the rustic sv^tiif went^rth to his la¬ 
bour, and the wealthy idler to Jjis amusementbirds of 
varied note and wing poured forth their choicest strains ; 
—all was peace, melody, and freslmess. 

Although man is a social being by the very law and 
constitution of Ills nature, yet mafty oj" his choicest plea¬ 
sures are to be found out of society.* Thcje is an excite¬ 
ment produced* by the ordinary intercourse of life, from 
whicli it is occasionally desirable to escape; as well to 
avoid tfye strain of continual effort,* as the relapse into 
exhaustion ar*l indifference. .We are much.affected by 
contrasts, and are subject to great mental re-actions. 
The most perfect solitude and destitution of real enjoy¬ 
ment is, perhaps, that which is created by the uninter¬ 
rupted, ceaseless,.and wearisome bustle of society, where 
the crowd of ideas prevents all thought, and the stir of 
life precludes all animation; while the best and purest 
and most useful society is often that which the recesses*of 
the wild or the wood furnish, where a kind of superna¬ 
tural stillness bespeaks an all-present Intelligence, and 
prompts the spirit to hold a secret and mysterious con¬ 
verse as with the eternity of the past tyid theTuture. 

It is curious, that whe^t gratification is sought, even by 
the most legitimate methods and in the most promising 
objects, it is often missed ; and though you pursue the 
shtydovr, you can never overtake it. The regular 'plan 
and solemn determination fo enjoy a fine prospect or a 
cheerful day/ is commonly f!ltai*to the result, while the 
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"ood unsought and unhidden, will somclimjs come like 
an unexpected but welcome visiter. This was precisely 
the case on the morning already mentioned, when, slip¬ 
ping fiom the social circle, for the simple purpose of 
a few minutes’ recreation, I was entrapped, by a succes¬ 
sion of attractive scenes, into a four-hours’ walk. 

Turning from a public into a private path, I was in¬ 
duced to follow its unknown direction. As it partly en¬ 
circled the village, the hum of society for some time fell 
upon the ear, while the lowly dwellings and detached 
cottages of the middling and inferior classes rose into view. 
A few thoughts were naturally given tq, contentment, 
tranquillity, and uneormpted life; which habitations of 
ibis class are supposed (perhaps with too little of truth) 
to prognosticate. What the Roman poet says of Death, 
as intruding alike into the tents of poverty and the man¬ 
sions of wealth, may be affirmed with equal certainty of 
Disquietude and Discord ; and this must ever be the fact 
while the spring of happiness or misery is to be found in 
the mind itself, and not in the good or evil of the external 
condition. 

Pleased with the blooming hedge-rows and extending 
landscape, which a r gentle ascent brought gradually, befote 
the eye, I proceeded beyond nry purpose, and wandered 
from thv. beaten track into a wilderness of sweets. At 
length, a rural seat, offered an accommodation of which 
the weaiy si ranger readily availed himself. It war placed 
beneath the shadow of an embowering tree, and consisted 
partly of some of its felled (ranches. The hand of a dili- 
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gent cultivattN^ had evidently laboured to produce pic¬ 
turesque beauly; shrubs, plants, aad vegetatjwn of a larger 
growth, were trahied into an archied form, to a distance 
beyond the means of ascertaining by the eye; while the 
closely-shaven path below furnished a velvet carpet be¬ 
neath the canopy of leaves and flowers. It resembled a 
subterraneous passage; but the sunny gleams which broke 
into the silent recess here and there? producing a rich in¬ 
termingling of light, and shadow,*proved its contrivance 
rather for the living than the deajl. # It was situated in 
the immediate vicinity of a magnificent dwelling, to the 
vast domain of wltich, this aftd the neighboring wood, 
and many an adjoining field, belonged. • Every part of 
this ornamented seeue bespoke, not. only "the profuse libe¬ 
rality of the Universal Parent, in rendering the earth pro¬ 
ductive of whatever could gratify tiie senses, or supply the 
necessities of man ; but the power of property, which fur¬ 
nished so many means of rich and varied enjoyment. 

The squirrel, with that, alertness which is characteristic 
of the smooth-coated animal, was leaping from tree to 
tree, gliding rapidly along the most attenuated* ramifica¬ 
tions, running down the slippery stem in defiance of its 
perpendicularity, and springing agaiif, with instinctive 
skill, to its former elevation ;—the busy insect was plying 
his task, and humming his accustomed tune;—a thousand 
chirping, twittering, fluttering tenants were abroad in jthe 
grove ; while tjjie blackbird, and birds of deeper melody, 
poured forth their Voluntary and cheerful strains:—the 
woodpecker waked the echoes from some .smitten branch 
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or stem ;—the raven croaked aloft; or fie kite sailed 
slowly and snajcstieally above the topmost boughs, dart¬ 
ing hither and thither-his piercing eye in quest of his 
hapless prey ;—and the woodman at intervals made the 
forest resound with ''the blows with which he levelled 
tile stately dwelling of some sylvan divinity. Anon, 
and there was a universal hush : it was the quiet of the 
grave, and meditatum sat enthroned in her chosen and 
silent recesses: there seemed neither sound nor motion,— 
till at length the breathing gale produced a soft, stilly 
rush, resembling the, tide of ocean when it breaLs calmly 
upon a distant shore. To awakened fabey it appeared 
the great flood ,of ages, flowing by with an unruffled surface 
and a tranquil ripidity. On that stream, methought, how 
many vessels of gallant trim arc borne along; and how 
many successive generations are wafted into the boundless 
and fathomless deep! 

It is natural to attach, ideas’ of pleasure to scenes of 
magnificence. What is formed and arranged for the pur¬ 
pose of affording delight, we conclude must gratify; and 
from a^serise of enjoyment produced by such a scene as 
this, the feeling of secret congratulation, springing into envy 
of the lordly possessor, is soon enkindled. What sources 
of rich and varied pleasure could he call his own! Here 
was beauty for the eye, fragrance for the smell, melody for 
the ear, rest for the wearied body, and peace for the 
troubled mind! Here, he could escape from society, or 
yonder he could enter it by a gravelled terrace, through 
attendant menials, to a splendid mansion! Others were 
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intruders—he tyas at home: the groves were his, the birds 
were his, the gr&en earth was his; amd there; s a charm in 
property, possession, distinction, ;md pow6r ! 

When reflection languished, I started from my humble 
seat, and pursued my walk. At the*end of this enchant¬ 
ing vista was a gate, which opened into a spacious park, 
the more immediate demain of the nobleman upon whose 
grounds 1 had intruded. As the although looking 
over a surface of several miles, could discern no enclosure 
or fence, the mind received the imjpression of boundless 
extent, overspread here and there wij^i coppices and tufts 
of forest trees, -vPhicfc offered a ^freshing shades from the 
summer heat. The undulations of the lanc^ were peculi¬ 
arly beautiful. At proper intervals, half concealed arches, 
grottoes, or sculptured gateways presented themselves, 
whose only purpose was to improve the idea of a grandeur 
already sufficiently excited without theiraid. In some direc¬ 
tions were flocks of sheep collected on some rising ground, 
io which the author of the Farmer’s Boy so ingeniously 
and elegantly compares a peculiar arrangement of fleecy 
clouds, with which the admirers of nature never to be 
delighted, and which would make the lovers of Scripture 
and its inimitable phraseology, think of •* the cattle upon 
a thousand hills.” Here aaid there the spotted deer were 
to be seen, browsing the branches, or gathering in groups 
under the guidance of some antlered monarch, who marched 
majestically in jhe midst of them. In front of the mansion 

was seen a person of*commanding appearance, pacing to 

• • • 

and fro, and seemingly saying,—as the birds were singing 



348 


THE MORNING IIAMDLE. 


around him, and the animals were gambojjng before him, 
and the gleaming light was illuminating his lofty brow, 
and pouring its softest, radiance over the whole circumfe¬ 
rence of beauty and enchantment,— 

“ I am monarch of at! I survey, 

My right there is none to dispute." 

How many looked up with kindling emotions of envy at 
one who was thus pacing the very suraOpit of earthly en¬ 
joyment! The poor, wretched labourer, whose feebleness 
scarcely allowed him to endure the weariness of his way, 
bending beneath the*weight, of his burden, and the greater 
oppression of miserable 'decrepitude, seemed to heave a 
sigh of deep sadness at the melancholy contrast of his own 
condition; and to be ready to burst forth in the language 
of impassioned complaint at the unequal distribution of 
good and evil. Ah ! he need not have done so: for while 
he looked upon the titled possessor of this domain, “ clothed 
in purple and fine linen, "'‘he beheld—full in the blaze of 

day; and in the centre of inconceivable magnificence- 

a lunatic ! 1 
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ir was fi .summer night, 

And 1 looked upon the sky;, 
VVTien suddenly a light 
Flashed in*its splendour by. 

1 watched the red flash pass 
On its shining path of flame. 
And a wish rose in my heart. 
That mine might be the same. 
It left its native sky, 

And when it touched the earth, 
There rose a pillar of foe, 

As 'twere a spirit’s birth ; 

And stronger grew my wisly, 

Till as I passed next day. 
Where fell that radiant light. 

But blackened aShes lay, 

The forest oak was sear. 

The grass had lost its green ; 
Beproof!—how could I wish 
Such course for me had been. 

• r 

2 n 
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It was one-summer night 
1 <*j.'Ied on the wide sea far. 

And our pilot and our hope 

Was the gleam of one pale star. 

It had risen unmarked, what time 
The red sun touched the brine; 
But a thousand rich clouds shone, 
And it won no gare of mine. 

Now eve after eve I watched 
That sweet star’s guiding light; 
And my heart learnt a meeker lesson 
From the quiet presence of night; 
And such I said be my fate— 

A calm and a lowly one. 

But passed in blessing and peace, 

As that fair star has done. 

Oh ! what is the brightest hour 
That ever to earth was given. 

To the beauty of that mild light. 
Which is direct from heaven. 



MESSIAH’S AfiVENT. 


“ He came until his own, and his own received him not.” 

' ST.JojiNi.il. 


He came not in his people’s day 
Of miracle and might, 

When awj-stmek nations'owned their sway. 
And conquest crowned each fight;— 
When Nature’s self with wonder scftv 
1 ler ancient power, her boasted law, 

To feeble Sian give way— 

The elements ofeartji and heaven. 

For Israel stayed—for Jtylah riven! 

Pillar and cloud Jehovah gave. 

High emblems of his grace; 

And clave the rock, and smote the wave, 
Moved mountains from their place 
But judgment was with mercy blent— 

In thunder was the promise sent— 

Fierce lightniug veiled his face ; 

The jeajous God—the burning law— 

Were all the thosen people saw. 
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Behold them—pilgrim tribes no more— 

The promised land their own ; 

A nd biasings theirs of sea and shore. 

To other realms unknown: 

From age to age a favoured line 
Of mighty kings, and seers divine, 

A temple and a throne :— 

Not then, but in their hour of shame, 

•J 

Woe, want, and weakness— then " He came.” 

Not in the earthouake’s rending force. 

Not in the blasting fire, 

Notiu the strong wind’s rushing course. 

Came He, their soul’s desire ! 

Forerunners of his coming these, 

Proclaiming over earth and seas. 

As God, his might and ire:— 

The still, small voice—the hovering dove. 
Proved him Messiah— spoke him “ Love!’’ 

Of life the way, of light the spring 
Eternal, undefiled; 

Redeemer, Prophet, Priest, and King— 
y et came he as a child! 

And Zion’s favoured eye grown dim. 

Knew not her promised Lo.d in Him, 

The lowly and the mild! 

She saw the manger, and the tree. 

And scornful cried—“ Can this be He!” 

M. 



TIME* SHALL PASS aM'AY. 


11V JAMES EDMf SlON. 


" And the angel tvhich I saw stand upjAi the sett and upon the 
earth, lifted t^r bis hand to heaven, and snare by Him wlio 
liveth for ever and over, and who created heaven and the 
things which therein are, and the eartli and the tilings 
whic^i therein are, and the flea dnd the tilings which are 
(herein, that there should he Timet no longer.” 

Bev.x. 5, *>. 


Mon i, awful than the rushing of those Wings 
Whidi in one nighl the pride of Egypt slew ; 
More awful than*lhe voice which burst the springs 
Of hidden waters, wfyni the tempest blew. 

And black clouds, like*a funeral pall, were spread 
Over a world of dying and of dead. 

Time !—what a word is "that ! It comprehe#ls 
All we have ever known, or can conceive— 
Possessions, passions, relatives, andrfriends, 

And all the feelings And the tilings which weave 
The web of consciousness—these shall he past, 1 
Changed, and for ever, for that one loud blast 
Altai! shut ijp all 1 Time shall no longer he, 

But hencefoith lUeauirelesS eternity ! 

2*i ~ 
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How has il vanishcw !—"one the anxious stub' 

Of tliose wlio toiled for wealth m for renown. 

The honours and delights of men, the flown 
Or smile of moi-'als—e\ en life. 

With all its cares, how futile will it seem, 

Passed like the swift imparting of a dream ! 

Yes, shall the fair creation, fields and flowers, 

Winter and,Summer, Spring and Autajnn, cease; 
Nor night nor day enwreath their circling hours ; 

Nor sun awake the morn, nor inoon increase; 

Nor longer shall thosc„twinkling watch-fires keep 
Their nightly guard o’er hill and vale a.nd ueep. 

Then will the life of man indeed begin: 

1 lerc life is but a short and wintry day; 

'Mien will the soul her mighty powers display, 
Surpassing all she ever yet hath keen. 

As night is distanced by yie noontide day. 

That certain, never-ending state should rest 
Before us ever—that should be the end. 

The first of all our thoughts—to that we tend , 

And we shall then 1« cursed or fully Idcst. 

Thankful for all that gilds our lolilo-day, 

Oh ! let us strive to live, when Toil shall pass away 







THE SONG OF THE LITTLE BIRD. 


A legend of the South of Ireland. 

With some Remarks on IrishJloly Wells. 
by t. CiioVton Ciiokeb. 

TitE’chief amusement of an excursion which I recently 
made through* the* South of Ireland, wasx.aBectmg from 
the mouths of the peasantry various legendary tales ; and 
1 found, on more than one occasion,* that the most fa¬ 
vourable opportunity afforded me of doing so, was at a 
land of religious tneeting termed u pattern. 

This meeting was ^tyterally held in the vicinity of a 
well which had been dedicjted to a patron saint, from 
whence probably originated the name. The bcljpfvthat 
the waters of these holy wells' possess virtues, which at 
certain seasons have miraculous operation, collects around 
them the most superstitious of tfie Irish peasantry, in the 
fond hope of receiving teliof for their infirmities. The 
fifth chapter of St. John may Ire referred to in proof of 
the atjjiquity of the custom ; and, no doubt, in the early 
ages of Christianity, at these natural fonts, converts re¬ 
ceived the fpst rites of the church, which excited a Circling 
of pious regard ttfwaids the spot. 
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The salutary cxejcise ol a pilgrimage to such places of 
reputed sanctity—often, the medicinal property'of the 
well itself, and, above«all, the faith placed in the visit— 
effect cures wt\ch tend to keep alive* the traditionary 
veneration for holy wells. If one in every hundred devo- 
ccs receives any benefit, the miracle is soon noised abroad, 
with the usual exaggeration of oral transmission. 

,The annexed sketch* exhibits the general character of 
the commencqjnent dfca pattern. As such assemblies are 
composed of those who believe in the performance ol 
miracles thiough all ages of the world, legends of all 
descriptions, but more particularly those of different saints, 
are told mo»c.£eely than under other cjrcudistances, or in 
other situations v From several so related to me, i select 
the following, chiefly on account of the extreme simplicity 
of its diction. Indeed, such was the charm of this sim¬ 
plicity of style over me, that, at the time*of hearing, I leit 
little inclined to question the trutlj of so marvellous a tale. 
The scenery around me may 0 have tad, and probably had, 
its influence. It was a beautiful summer’s evening, and,. 
weary with walking, I had sal down to rest, upon a grassy 
bank, close* to a holy well. I felt refreshed at the sight 
of the clear cold water, through which pebbles glistened, 
and sparks of silver) air shot, upwards: in short, I was 
in the temper to be pleased. An old woman had con¬ 
cluded her prayers, and was about to depart, when 1 
entered into conversation with her, and 1 have written the 
very words in which she related to me the legend of thva 
Song of the Little Bird. 
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The tale, however, is not peculiar to I leiana; a more 
florid version of it will be found in the “ Prato Fiorito di 
vaij Esemj,” a collection of Catholic legends, where it 
is given as related by Henricus,»in his Speculum Ex- 
emplorum.” 

“ Many years ago, there was a very religious and holy 
man, one of the monks of a convent, and he was one 
kneeling at his^ prayers in the gat Sen of his monastery, 
w~en he heard a little bira singing in one of the rose-trees 
of the garden, and there never was any thing that he had 
heard ih the world, so sweet as Jhe song of that little 
bird. 

" And the holy man rose up from his knees, where he 
was kneeling at his prayers, to listen ft) its song; for he 
thought he never in all his life heard any thing so 
heavenly. 

“ And the little bird, after singing for some time longer 
in the rose-tree, flew away jto a grove at some distance 
from the monastery, and the holy man followed it, tp listen 
to its singing; for he felt as* if he could never be tired of 
listening to the sweet song that it was singing out of its 
little throat. 

“ And the little bird after that went away to another 
distant tree, and sung there for awhile, and then again 
to another tree, and so on in the same manner, but ever 
farther and farther away from the monastery, and the 
Holy man stjll following it farther and farther and farther, 
still listening delighted to fts enchanting song. 
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‘ ‘ But at last he w£s obliged to give up, as it was growing' 
late in the day, and he returned to the convent; and as 
he approached it in the-evening, the sun*'was setting in 
the west with alkthe mo-.t heavenly colours that were ever, 
seen in all this world, and when he came into the convent, 
it was night-fall. 

" And he was quite surprised at every thing he saw; for 
tS-w were all strapge faces about him in the monastery, 
that he'had never sdea before; and the very place itself, 
and every thing about it', seembd to be strangely altered; 
and altogether it seemed entirely different from what it was 
when he left in the morning ; and the garden was not like 
the garden whore he had been kneeling af'his devotions 
when he first heard the singing of the little bird. 

“ And while he Was wondering at all that he saw, one of 
the monks of the convent came up to him, and the holy 
man questioned him—' Brother, what iS’the cause of'ali 
these strange changes that have taken place here since 
the morning.’ 

“-And the monk that he spoke to, seemed to wonder 
greatly at his question, and assed him what he meant by 
the changcstsince morning; for sure there was no change ; 
that all was just as before: and the i he said, ‘ Brother, 
why do you ask these strange questions, and what is your 
qame? for you wear the habit e? our order, though we 
have never seen you before.’ 

“ So upon this, the holy man told his name, and that he 
had been at mass in the chapel in the morning, before he 
had wandered away from the garden, listening to the song 
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of a little bird, that wa* singing among the rose-trees, near 
where he was kneeling at his prayers. 

“ And the E other, while he w;s speaking, gaze 1 at him 
very earnestly, and then told him, that here was r the 
convent a tradition of a Brother of his name, who he., ’-ft 
it two hundred years before; but that what had become of 
him was never known. 

“ And while he was speakiug, tlie holy man said, ‘ 1lT t _ 
hour of death is comer blessed be tne name of the Lord, 
i 0 »cill his mercies to me, through the merits of his only- 
begotten Son.’ 

‘‘And he kneeled down that vpry moment, and said, 

‘ Brother, tako my confession, and give — absolution, 
for my soul is departing.’ 

“ And he made bis confession, and received his absolu¬ 
tion, and was anointed, and before midnight he died. 

■***" The little burl, you see, was an angel, one of the che¬ 
rubim or seraphim ; and that was the way that tlie 
Almighty was pleased m his jnercy to take to himself the 
soul of that holy man.” 



„TftE ROSES., 


flmitated from Lorenzo Pignott 


BY J. P. f OLLIER.' 


Upon a vase’s margin. 

There stood a blushing rose. 
Pure as a lovely virgin;. 

Whose beautie^ just unclose : 
A flower which maidens gather 
Ip summer’s sultry weather. 

In r-erdant silken vesture, 

With not less blushing face, 

' Ac if that rose’s sister/ 

Another had its place 
Within the vase—the creature 
Of art and not of nature. 
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So art itself transcended, 

■\he (jaudy insects flew*, 

Roth Jo the rose pretqnded. 

As well as to the true ; 

With both would have disported, 
But one not long they courted. 

Attracted by its brightness, 

,ljie butterfly mistook. 

And stood but while itsjightncss 
The silken flow’ret sh*ok; 

It balanted while it*doubted, 

And then the false rose flouted. 

The bee this rose saluted,. 

And made a moment’s rest; 

But want of stfour suited 
Not with its busy*guest: 

Its scorn it could mat smother. 

And flew upon the other. 

A gentle, bashful maiden, 

Whose yearsgwere in their, spring. 
Whom love not yet had laden 
With cares he*s sure to bring. 
Saw them the false rose stand on, 
Then instantly abandon. 

2 i 
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She cried—“ Are flowers enchanted. 
Or, Mother, tell me why,^ ; 

To one jweet rose, 'tis granted, 

The bee and butterfly 
Are drawn 1- -they love it only. 

And leave the other lonely. 

“ Their beauty, as I view them. 
Appears in both the same.” . , 
She said—“ Jf well you knew them. 
The bee you would not blame. 
Draw near the vase of water, 

And rmell the roses, daughter. 

“ What odours sweet assemble 
Around this dewy rose ! 

W bile yet their winglets tremble. 
Each cunning insect knows 
Here is its true employment, 

And here alone enjoyment. 

“ The other is not fragrant. 

Though brightly gr"en and red ; 
And every airy vagrant. 

Though lovely, finds it dead. 

Its charms a moment win it; 

It finds no sonl within it.” 
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Thus may you learn, defective 
^hough be ray humble song :— 
Mere # beauty, though•attractj^c, 
Can never hold us long. 

The bee alone reposes • 

Upon the fragrant roses. 


THE SLEEPING INFANT. 

BY WILLIAM TfPTON. 

Little cradled babe of love. 

Emblem of the spotless dove ! * 

Angel-smiles thy face adorn ; 

Beauty % bud without a thorn. 

Long may eve^y* bliss be thine ! 
Heavenly sun-beam#on thee shine ! 
And as strength with years increase, 
Nought be known but joy and peace. # 

May a father’s fondness*see 
livery hope fiullilled in thee k 
May each love-tyurn virtue rise, 

Long to glad a mother’s eyes! 

Health be thine then, infant dearf 
lJcaJth, without a sigh or tear: 

Hearts parental pray/or this, 
Sweetened with affection's kiss 1 
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[From au unfinished E|iic.] 

V 

BY KDW1N ATUERSTONE. 

•» 

The Scene is in the Danish cam t > t on the morning aftc 
defeat. The leaders are holding a consvU tion. 

Tiieiu: lay upon the ground a slender youth, 

('lad in black mail. His shield sustained Ins arm ; 
Ilis cheek was pttlowed on his hand ; death-pale 
His face was ; liis dark eye upon the earth 
Was fixed as in a trance : his hair, jet black, 

Flowed in profusion downward to his loins:— 

His name was Luold. In fair Italy 
Ilis fathers dwelt, an ancient noble line. 

There too he first drew breath, beside the bank 
Of some swift river, in a gorgeous vale. 

With mountains in the distance, dim and vast: 

And he remembered, when the sun sank down. 

It seemed to dip in some bright, restless fire: 

And he had visions still of deep-blue skies. 

And landscapes of ineffable delight. 

And woods all perfume:—and lie saw bright eyes. 
And faces beautiful that smiled on him ; 

And heard sweet voices talk in music to him ; 

And felt sweet lips impiessing kisses on him ; 
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And thought them lovely dreams—but they were true. 
Ere he was y$t four summers old, a band 
Of northern pi antes, favoured Ifv the gfght. 

Came from their ships—his father’s castle stormed. 
Plundered, and burnt—slew, oiAnade captive, all 
Who fled not—•and, before the morrow’s sun 
Looked o’er the eastern mountains^ their d;irk so 
Were specks upon the sea. 

Oh a high cliff 

The wretched father stood in agyny, 

And watched the barks tfiat boro his only child 
For ever frorfl hijji—and kneeled down, ari<T prayed 
Kind Heaven to guard him—and rose up and poured 
On the fierce ravishers his teeming soul 
In bitterest curses—and returned, and saw 
T/iack, smoking walls, that once had been his home! 
Then, with a tear lessee, and heart like stone. 
Hardened and deadened wi4h its misery, 

Laid in the quiet earth his slaughtered wife— 

Girded Jtis arms upon him—and went forth 
A silent, fierce avenger! Wheresoe’er 
The Northman warr’d, there found his vengeance food : 
In Gaul, Spain, Italy—in Britain ftst. 

So ’gainst the long-lost»son the father fouglit— 
Thc.soj^against the sire, unknown. At times. 

In Luold’s mind, remembrance of that night 
Came like ja*.no horrid dream of infancy— 

Hark, indistinct, 1 *and terrible! He saw 

• » « 

Blackness, and sudden fire, and monstrous shapes 

2 i 2 
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Like demons—and heard shrieks, and groans, and laughter, 
A nd heavy tramplings—a"d was borne awa”. 

He knew not how, 'mid darkness, and the roar 
Of winds and waters. 


CHRIST CRUCIFIED,, 


[Imitated from the Italian of Gabriele Fiamma, a poet of the 

■ 16th centnry-1 

“ Bf.iioi.d.hik man l” Are these the gracious eyes 
Whose beams could kindle life among the dead 1 
Is this the awful and majestic head 
Of Him, the Lord Almighty and all-wise’. 

Arc these the hands that stretched abroad the skies, 

And earth with verdure, heaven with stars o'eispiead 1 
Are these the feet that on the waves would tread. 

And calm their rage when wildest storms arise I 

All me 1 how wounded, pale, disfigured now 1 
Those eyes, the joy‘of Heaven, eclipsed in night ; 

Torn, bleeding cold, those hands, these feel, this brow : 

1 weep for love, grief, transport, at the sight. 

“ My Lord 1 my God 1” for me, for me didst Thou. 

In shame, reproach, and torment, thus delight’ 


JAMES MONTGOMERY.- 



•THE SAVOY-ARPS. 


Vn liayl—un sail lianl, AJadamc, pour le pauvre 
petit (fun autre pays,” were the,wprds addressed Jo me 
by^a little Savoyard, who, witlr his marmottcclosely 
clinging to hi*shoulder, and fiis hurdy-gurdy hung round 
his neck, raised his fine eyes, and looked fin my "face with 
that indescribable expression which spoke even more than 
the forcible appeal he had uttered —“ Le pauvre petit d’un 
autre pays! ’' Th?re was something so plaintive in his voice, 
something so pleasing ji* his countenance, and something 
so truly eloquent ip the simple seutence in which he pre¬ 
ferred his petition, that I could not avoid pausing to Gear 
it repeated, and to give the best answer I was able to 
“ the poor little one of a foreign Jam!.” 

His words had the talismanic effect of transporting mo 
in an instant to his native mountains of Savoy, whore, 
perhaps, his parents, brothers, sisters, and playmates dwelt 
in ; while he, a little houseless wanderer, 

was desolate among thousands—with no friend l>qt his 
mhrmottc. 

His story was simple. Wjjen he was ten years old, 
rnd his brother Pierre twelve, their parents could support 



368 


' J 11JJ SAVOY ARKS. 


them no longer ; so they gave to the one a marmotte; and 
to the other a hurdy-gurdy, and sent them, to make their 
fortunes ir. “ the fine countries, over the mountains far 
away.” But his brother Pierre was “ Men malade,” and 
he had borrowed the hurdy-gurdy hoping that by his 
juusic and his marmotte, he might make as much mo¬ 
ney «... when they bl»th laboured together, so that Pierro 
would not be sorrowful as well as sick. lie had travelled 
through France and Italy, and lie could do better now ii 
his music were new; but his music was old, and people 
liked m’oukies better than marmottes ; there was, however, 
he assured me, no comparison between them—his marmotte 
was genti/h et si sage and loved him so much, and 
knew him in his native land. When he grew rich he was 
to return home to his parents, and live with them in Savoy: 
but he got little money now, and feared it would be a 
long time, as Pierre was “ Men, Ifien malade.** 1 asked 

the little foreigner’s address, gave him a present for his 
sick bi other, and left him gaily carolling one of the 
songs of his native land, as, with lightened step and 
sparkling eye, he trotted round the square. 1 caught some 
of the words of his simple ditty, and knew it to be one of 
those which the Savoyards teach their children, to prepare 
their minds for the wandering life to which they are so 
often destined. 

Pour gagner les pays beaux, 

Les montagnes je trotte, 

Lion pere m’ a donticr chapeau 
Un habit, roa culoi.c, 

.Avec ma mannotte. 
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The next morning 1 resolved to visit die habitation of 
the mountain peasants, and ajcofdingly took my way 
lltrough bye-lanes and alleys, tyitil I found myself in the 
miserable court in which the little Savoyard had told me 
he lodged. The houses on one side had been destroyed 
by fire, and the scorched window-frames, broken glass, 
and tottering appearance of those Tin tlie other, induced,-^e 
to pause before I entered the open Boor oj his Swelling; 
i jound it wSs one of those houses which are let in 
nightly lodgings to such as can afford to pay but a few 
pence for the third or foartli portion of a wretch oil bed. * 
1 if the room ujhich the little ntountaineem owdipied, there 
were five or six of*those mfeefably attiredjcouchos; and the 
smoke and dimness of the atmosphere prevented me at fust 
from distinguishing my little friend. He had just given his 
kvuher some miUt, and turning suddenly round, upset his 
porringer, and sprang forward with all the energy of his 
country, exclaiming, Ah'.' i/cst Madame ! — It is the 
lady, Oh, quelle joie, Pierre! Je suis ravi —cVs/ 
la dame qai via donee t lc l'argent, —Ah! I am so 
happy.” The sick boy raised himself on hiif pallet, and 
with feeble voico expressed Ids gratitude, in good French. 
Little J aquos took down his jacket, from the Vindow where 
it was pinned, to screen from his brother's eyes even the 
littl^lighl that entered, and when 1 was seatetl on a broken 
box, lie rolfbd more tightly the rags that pillowed l’ierre’s 
head, itnd I discovered the inarmotte peeping from under 
the rug, whfch ftymed tilt* oily covering for the invalid. 

J aquas' face varied with hoStiuual *expression: when 
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his eye rested on me, he laughed; when he looked at 
his brother, he wept; t^en kissed his marmottc. His 
mind and body were in perpetual motion. But the 
deep melancholy so strongly imprinted on Pierre’s face, 
borrowed no light front his brother’s smiles. His dark 
eyes were sunk and dim: his black hair was pushed from 
formed brow, and the parting of his ashy lips, 
over his white t«eth, gave his countenance thenppearance 
of death. His bony lingers apjfeared almost deprived.!# 
tire power of motion, and the short breathing and sup- 
presseff’amigh soon made me'certain that Pierre would 
never again* sue \he blue mountains of Savoy—never relate 
his adventures to his aged parents, or carol gaily the 
cheerful songs which describe so pathetically the charms 
of home, and his native wilds. “ Can 1, in any way al¬ 
leviate your sufferings, or make you happier than Ttm 
seem at present!” said 1 to Pierre. “ Meni,Madame — 
I am indeed grateful. Venfz encore :—1 cannot speak 
just norv,— domain , si vous pouvcz venir.'* < 

1 promised to see him again on the morrow, and 1 
willingly performed my promise ;• for 1 felt a deep anxiety 
to soften and relieve the sufferings of those almost infant 
strangers. I found- Pierre supported on his wretched 
couch by the aid of his hurdy-^urdy, the box, and the 
bundle of rags, ami a smile of welcome was on his pallid 
cheek. ' ‘ Aly young friend,” said 1, “ I have provided you 
a home, and one of comfort. Say, Pierre, can you be 
happy where I intend to place yon, until you are suffici¬ 
ently recovered to return to your country, or to begin your 
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travelling again V* Pierre shook his head: but, for a 
moment, his eyes assumed that*brilliancy which I knew 
was natural to t^em when he was happj and i»health. 

• In reply to some other questions, which arose, I trust, 
from a better motive than mere Curiosity, he informed 
me, in French, that his mother was from Jiemc, in Swit¬ 
zerland; “And here,” he continued? drawing a Ihble 
from under his ragged pillow, “ is*the book she brought 
fjom her native canton : if was lifer last gift to me. If I 
am able, Madam, I will tell you when she gave it. # The 
evening before I left the kittle glen where ou* 'cottage 
stoftd, I was teated on a stdne at the sfde St a stream, 
that in winter swells into "a mountain torrent T it came 
trickling down the rocks that overshadow our abode, and 
my tears fell fast into its current, as my eyes fixed on the 
ViaiiHy frowning mountains that would soon separate me 
from all 1 loved dear 01 ^ earth. Jaques had climbed up 
the rocks after his marmotte, *vho was lively enough then, 
for the poor thing had known no trouble; and littlfe Jtfa- 

delon was at die cottage dodr sewing some cloth to make 
• • 
a case for my hurdy-gufdy. My mother came out, and 

seated herself on the stone at my side. ‘Pierre, deal 

child, do not weep so, ’ she said : ' fou are going from 

us to fine countries, where the people are all tog good tf 

snffe*,you to want; and the time will soon pass over, ant 

you will return.’ I hid my face in her bosom, and.wep 

aloud. ‘ Here,’ she continued, as she drew forth her Bible 

• • . 

‘ you have read in litis book lnpv good it is for children U 
dwell together in unity. My mother gave me this blesset 
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book, when I quitted my home and followed your father 
to the bleak mountains o c Savoy. I give it you, Pierre, 
and in doing so, f give you my greatest treasure! I know 
it nearly by heart, and can repeat its blessed words to 
my remaining children." She folded her arms round us 
both ; for by this time Jaques had returned from his 
pursiti\ and laid Itis fore in her lap. The tears at las' 
streamed down"' her clfecks, and she consigned us to the 
protection of our Almighty Father, charging us to k>ve 
each other, and to read our Bible night and morning. I 
have o’oij'od her will p and all I now hope is, that my 
little Jaques v ’— (here his voice faltered, and his brother 
clasped firs arms around him with all the intensity of 
agonized feeling)—“ all X wish now is for some friend to 
protect my dear Jaques; and,” continued he, “ promise 
me, Jaques, before this lady, that if vver you get "liny 
money, you will return to St. Veaux, and tell my mother 
that Pierre suffered hunger and thirst, and much trouble, 
but that he never forgot to read the holy book of God. 
Give it back to her, Jaques, and tell her I return the 
sweet blessing she gave me, and' that she must not weep, 
for I am happy.” I.ittle Jaques wept aloud: “ Pierre ne 
mourru pas ,”—and although his marmotte crept closely 
to him, be heeded it not. “ Pierre ne mourra pas,” he 
repeated incessantly; but the fiat had gone forth, and the 
boy’s happy spirit was fluttering in its clay-built tenement, 
anxious to escape to its God. I promised him that I 
would protect Jaques. His eyes beamed for a moment, as 
in the days of healthfulness and peace—‘ ‘ Ma mere vans 
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binirm.” be faintly replied.* lie tUfen remained still for 
some time, and^at last motioned his brother. Jaques un¬ 
derstood him, and, clasping hi^ hand, be sang, or rather 
chaunted, with broken voice, the following words : 

Ecoute mol, je te prie, 

Quand je crie, 

Efernel! exauce moi * 

Du bout du monde mon «me. 

^’reclame, 

Triste et n’esfjerant qu’en toi! 

A sigh escaped the lips of Plefrc as he finished the 
vefse, and hi§ spirit passed jnto* that world jjrffere “the 
weary are at rest.’ 

It is now nearly ten years since Pierre died ; and 
Jaques, for whom a pleasing and lucrative employment 
Wb« obtained, li%s been enabled to pay a short visit to his 
parents among the mountains of his native country, .to 
return her Bible into "his mother’s hands, and to tell her 
that,she had not “ cast her bread upon the waters” in 
Vain. In the church-yapl where the remains *of the 
young Savoyard are at .-rest, a tombstone, cqptaining the 
following inscription, has beer? recently placed by the 
grateful and affectionate J aques:— 

riERI*F. DE CASTON, 

SI JEONE 

ET SI EON 1 f 

rn nnt—i r m’a qi’iti e ! 


2 K 


A. M. H. 



ON A NIGHT-BLOWING CEREUS. 


BY THE LATE MRS. HENRY TIGIIE. 
'0 

These moments stolen from sleeping hours, 
Thou fairest, frailest of all flowers. 

To thee I dedicate; 

For, at! I Tore to-mo.Tow’s dawn, 

Thy present beauty wirl be gone. 

Go transient is thy state. 

Thoughts, while I gaze, croyrd on lt fast, 

I seize my pen in eager haste, . 

Lest they should perish too; 
Instruction to attentive hearts. 

Our God by various means imparts— 

Him in this plant I view. 

Why so'much beauty lavish’d here, 
Fragrance, that fills die ambient air, 

But gratitude t’ excite 1 
Well pleased, parental goodness gives 
To all that on his bounty lives, 

The means of ptrre delight. 



ON A* NJGill-BLOWING CEIt*ECS. 

Whilst hanging o’er th' exotic bioom, 
Approacliigg fast, I see its doom, 

Jts life is but a Span; 

I gaze, I weep, but not for thee, 

Thou dost but show my dcstiify, 

And that of mortal man. 

• 

In strength,- and beauty, man ippears* 

• * 

Fitted to stand the shock of 1'ears, 

We look, and lo* lie’s gone 
He sinks untimely to the grave. 

Nor friencA, nor riches, tHen can savS, 
Nor birth,*nor high renown. 

And is it thus with life I cry. 

Thus do my «hort-liyed pleasures die, 
Ani^jjeJ to life I cling? 
And dream I stilt of blis% below. 

Where disappointment oft, and woe. 

The soul /rtth anguish sting 

• 

dims have I seen the faithful friend, 
O’er some lov’d object fondly lieitd. 

And watch the slow decay, 
«*ixert in vain the healing art. 

Then with a hopeless broken heart. 
Resign to death its prey. 
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Come, ye fair flowers of human race, 
Atjgpned with each external grace. 

Come, learn th’ unheeded truth 
For you these glories are displayed, 

’Tis thus ye blossom, thus ye fade, 

E’en in the bud of youth. 

Give me 'hose joys that perish not. 

Give resignation to my lot— 

The gifts of earth enthrall: 

Thy gracious presence, Bord, impart. 

Speak ‘peace and pardsn to my heart, 

And let the‘world take all. 

’Tis wisdom’s voice—I hear her say, 

To young and old, Seek God, this day: 

To-morrow is not yours. 

The sacred pages all declare, 

Redeeming mercy, sought by prayer. 
Eternal blisr insures. 

But see, these streaks of orient light, 
Remindme of-departing night, 

And coming day foretell. 

The faded flower no longer blows, 

Its stamens droop, its petals close— 

Sweet monitress, farewell. 



THE SPIRIT OF. NATURE. 


BY BOBEIIT BEL». 


Thebe’s a spirit in the forest speaking, 

From the lovely trees and the fairy flowers— 

there’s a spirit through the white foam breakjjrg. 
Through the babbling Tjropk and the Tiidden bowers 

It is the spirit of life, pervading 
,Thc waters that moan and the leaves that stir : 

That spirit shall live in bloo^t unfading. 

And unconscioi!*4ij» shall breathe balm on her. 

List to the tones of the tangled river. 

As iWalls through tli^twisted boughs and reeds; 

Oh 1 its lulling notes shall last for ever, 

Whether it glideth through mountains #r meads l 

List to the giant tree’s^ncantation, 

As it sweeps its majestic voice along— 

List to the young flower’s lamentation, 

In the jsining tones of itsjnouinful song. _ 

* a *'2 
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Heard’st thou the silver echo, at even. 

Of the wild harebells, as their silken nets 

Caught the last breath tbit, wafting from heaven, 
Came floating to sleep in their minaret; ? 

Heard’st thou the sigh Of the sad, sweet blosom. 
That fearfully creeps underneath the bauk, 

As a lone kiss fell on its white bosom, 

And fragrantly into deep slumber sank ? 

Thera,’s a harmony every where breathing. 

The humming of numberless speechless things ; 

'Tis the lovely stems their green folds wreatuing— 
From tiivir delrfate tendrils music springs. 

Oh! the Spirit of Nature is sleeping 

In these deep dells, and the voices we hear 

Are the hum of flowers their vigil keen'ng. 

And the watch-song of cav'-s and fountains near. 








AUTOGRAPHS. 


In presenting to our leaders a series of the Autographs 
of distinguished characters—chiefly of those wlio^promoted 
tit? Reformation, or flourished during ond of the most re¬ 
in? rkable periods of onr history—we do not mean to discuss 
the question which has so often- occupied the atteJtion, 
mjt only of the speculative and’the curious.^ but of the 
physiologist and the philosopher. Whether or not we 
may he justified in forming an opinion of the character, 
from the style of the hand-writing of an individual, it is not 
ouyihject to inquire. Rut as the autographsof eminent men 
have always excited a considerable degree of interest, we 
have no doubt thaNviuse we have collected, will prove 
highly gratifying to many, lind satisfactory to all. They 
Jiave been obtained from *he most authentic sources in 
the .kingdom. In general we have briefly^noticed the 
document to which each was attached, and the period at 
which the signature was written. 


Edward Ffoxu. —RTlward Foxe, afterward* Bishop of 
Hereford; from a paper dated 5th April, 1530. lie was 
one of the principal promoters of the Reformation, and 
died in 1538. 
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Esmond Boneh Edmond Boner, from a letter, dated 

lltli April, 1532, afterwards in 1538 nominated to tliesee 
of Hereford, but before consecration promoted to London. 
He was pieviously Ambassador in Denmuk, franco, and 
Germany. 

Six: Winton. —Stephen Gardiner, Bishop of Win¬ 
chester, and Blaster of Trinity College, Cambridge; from 
a paper, dated 1st December, 1541. He obtained admis 
sion into the family of Wolsey, and was sent to Rome 
about the Divorce. I? niter M aiy, he became Lord C han- 
cello:-. and Prime Blinister, and died in 1555, aged 72. 

W : Ca nt. —William Laud, Archbishop of Canter¬ 
bury; from a letter, dated October 13th, lo35. He was 
beheaded, 10th January, 1645, on Tower Hill. 

Guxl : London. —Bishop Juson, afterwards Lord 
High Treasurer, and in the reign of Charles II. Arch¬ 
bishop of Canterbury; from a letter, dated in September, 
1634. 

Jo: Tiixotson. —Dr. Tillotson, afterwards Arch¬ 
bishop of Canterbury; from a letter, dated 30th dep- 
tember, 1689. 

Thomas Cantu ah. —Thomas (rammer, Archbishop 
of Canterbury; from a paper, dated 12th May, 1534. 
He was burnt at Oxford, 21st Blarch, 1556. 

Hob: Daren—Dr. Kobert Usher, Provost of Tri¬ 
nity College, Dublin, and afterwards Archbishop of 
Armagh; from a letter, dated “Trinity College. 27th 
July, 1630.” 
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T k Cab ebohcm. —Thomas Wolsey, Cardinal and 
Archbishop of York; from a letter fo Henry VIII. dated 
1529. He died, 29th November, 1530.* 

0 Cromwell. —The Protector or England; from a 
paper, dated 1st December, 1650> 

Will. Russell. —William Lord Russell was engaged 
in a conspiracy'for effecting a Revolution, and beheaded 
iij Lincoln’s Inn Fields, July 2J, 168$; froiB a letter, 
Ailed in Newgate, July ft. 

R. Rcs5i.i l. —Lady Russell distinguished herself much 
by her affectionate conduA towards her husband at this. 
cSsis; from aspetidon to the King, July, 1683. 

W. I’enn. —Tfie founder t>f tlie colony of P^wsylvania. 
lie was in great favour with James PL, and died, much 
respected, in 1718; from a letter about 1680. 

*Vlbf.maelA —General Monk, afterwards the Duke of 
Albemarle, and i»rst ^ord of the Treasury; from a dficu- 
ment, dated 1st July, 166^ 

Wentworth. —Thomas Wentworth, Earl of Strafford, 
Lord Deputy of Ireland;"from a paper, dated 31sl May, 
1631. 11c was beheaded on Tower Hill, 12f!i May, 1641. 

Anne Bollyn. —The second wife of King Henry VIII. 
She fell a victim to his jealousy, and was beheaded in the 
Tower, 19th May, 15S6: from a familiar letter, without 
date, but written about 1529. 

John Muton. —From an affidavit in his hand-writing, 
dated 25th Febniary, 1650-1. 



EVENING LANDSCAPE. 


by' rnE /CTHOi. or “ myiitle leaves.” 


(r o kin it S chein 
l)eckt dea Hayn. 


The "woodland height. 

With magic light 

Is decked—and o’ei the castle walls 
The golden tinge of evening falls. 

The silent spa 
Flows ripplingly ; 

And swan-like gliding to its homo. 

We see the fisher’s light skiff come. 

The silver sand 
Gleams on the strand ; 

Now redder here, now paler there. 

The hues of heaven the bright waves bear. 
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The zephyr bound. 

The golden crowned* 
And*rushy-covered foseland height. 

Is circled by the sea-bird’s flight. 

’Midst blushing flowers 
And close-’twined bowtrs, 

0 

A nd fountain’s drops with gems that vie, 
The"hermit’s cell salutes the eye. 

While on tlfe stre<yn 
•Day’s parting beam 
Fast fades, and ft’ef the ruins g*ey 
Of yon old castle dies away. * 

Tie moon so pale 
Shines through the vale, 
lighting the warrior’s sunken tomb— 
Where spirits seem to haunt the gloom. 



WHITTEN ON THE 


ANNIVERSARY OF MY BIRTII-N1GIIT, 


W hen entering my Thirtieth Year. 


BY EUGENIUS KOCHJ. 


Another twined !—my wreath of years 
Grows full and heavy on my brow; 
My Spring is past, and summer now 
In alLits blaze of soul appears. 
jForsake me .tot, Almighty Guide ! 

mid the tempests of the hour! 

Thy mercy bade me gently glide 
O er infancy’s and youth’s wild tide ; 

And now when fiercer dangers lower. 
Oh ! let me on thy pinion ride 
Unharmed amid the fiery shower! 
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Thou know’st mj*infant ejc 
First opeil to Thee! 
hoif know’st my intent sigh. 

First rose to, thee ! 

Thou know’st, in peace«or strife, 

'The day anil.night of life, 

Sly liope K linked tif Thqp ! 

A thousJhd stars arS in the. sky, 

Anif rrtrt a cloud obscures their light; 

They flash, as rays o£ bliss oif high, 

That s$ray to mortal sight; 

And yet perthips nodiuman eye 
But mine, now wakes to drink the glories of the night! 

■ A thousand gales are on the wing; 

And while in torpor long and deep. 

Earth and he/millions sleep, 

Instinct with life and mystic sound, 

Like wandering harps they fling 
W ild melodist around. 

And yet perhaps no hunufti ear 
But mine, now wakes the thrilling %otes K> hear! 

" And why so wakeful is thine eye, 

So*vigilant thine ear 1 ■ 

Art thou a spirit of the sky. 

Chained (jar a moment here. 

And struggling for thy liberty 1”, 
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On such a nigh*, my bonds wore tied. 

And I became a sop of earth : 

On such a njght my thoughts may glide 
To,Him who gives immortal birth.— 

O Father! when pay task is o’er. 

And earth may check my flight no more, 

Let, irt bridal .garments drests 
My ~pirit come, a pardoned guest 
I do not ask for bliss bclov/, 

Nor e’en for short reprieve from woe; — ! 

I ask for Thee '.-Mine Fir$t, the Last, 

The God that shp.ll not pas;—that hath not passed 

Now, farewell night! Thy shadows fly. 
Mingling with my former years ; 

The dawn of other days appears— 

The sabbath of my life is nigh ! 



THE FELUxN. 


15Y MRS. GILBERT*. 

Ciiti.d*o£ dishonour, guilt, and sliamc, 

Lorn outcast from thy kiml*» 

Whose passion’s rage rm volbe could tame. 

Whose am^no law cguld bind,— 
r I hat human breast, all fiend witl\jn? 

And scorched, and blackening still with sin,— 

Where art thou ? Does some shattered shed 
Thy guilty haunt conceal 1 
There dost thou shake at human tread. 

And dread the rattling wheel 1 
■i!y flight, a wanderer pale and drear— 

By day, a fearworn tenanf here! 


Or dost thou, from jou prison’s grate. 
Send forth the fitful yell 1 
Condemned a few shoit hours to wait 
*A.live in that sad cell. 

Then, with (Smvulsive heTive, to rend 
This mortal curtain, and descend*! 
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THE TETON. 


I’oor child of woe! ther&iwas a day, 
(O would it yCt might he,) 

When life unstained .before thee lay, 
All promise,'e’en to thee! 

On its fair pages there was not 
One line of sin, one error’s blot. 


A bane! to some fond mother's side 
With sweet affection prest; " 

'Thy little crimson lips applied 
For nurture to her breast; 

Thy h'ands, ihen innoefint as weak. 
Spread on her bosom or her cheek. 

Yes, and I know that many a day 
She bathed thee with her tears. 
Delighted with the fond essay 
To plan thy future ye..rs; 
i )r bleeding fast at sorrow’s vein. 

At thought of life’s sure coning pain 

Early beieaved. perchance, on thee. 
Sole relic, she relied, 

To heal a widowed heart, and be 
ln'cad of one who died ; 
nd many a lonely night she spent, 
liy turns on him and thee intent. 
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And didst thou,'in th^t opening prime* 
Her dream of hope prolong‘d 
E’en thei* she saw thy gerA of crime, 

Hut would not see thee wrongs; 

Fearing, she hoped, from day to day. 

Till passion wrenched thee from her sway. 

Then darkly onward sped *thf years, 

That Stilled thy Jeart to-stone.; 

A nd now no early friend apj>ears. 

To soothe thy mortal groan ; 

And shepof all thy friertds the chief, 

Why comes £he notf—^She died of^rief ! # 

Mother—if e’er a mother’s eye 
This talfi of truth beguile— 

O, turn thy ftatgUTul scrutiny. 

E’en on thine infant’s smile, 

* And heed the prophecy of ill, 

I)afk scroll, in chi[dlioid’s rebel will. 

While bright the fateful pages wand* 

Of life’s unwritten book, 

Direct to one Almighty hand. 

Faith’s oft-imploring look ; 

And as the fair inscription shines, 

O strengthen thou tl^e hgly lines. 

2 i.-2- 



THE ALB.IGENSES. 


BY TIiE EEV. w. S. Cl ELY. 


A lbi, an inconsiderable town in Languedoc, has had 
the honour of giving the name obAlbigeois, or Albigenses, 
to the Protestants.of France,, who were distinguished i.i 
the thirteenth century, by thoir ActermLicd opposition to 
the usurpations of the Pope; but whose entire history 
occupies little more than half a century. The term 
Protestant is here used, in a general sense, to designate 
those, who, professing the faith which became better 
known at the Reformation, have al any time refused to 
acknowledge the supremacy of a universal pontiff. The 
pretended right of the bishops of Rome, to be lords over 
God’s heritage, and to give spiritual laws to Christendom, 
has been uniformly resisted by one Christian community 
or another; and at all periods of history, there have been 
some few at least enlightened enough, and bold enough, to 
dispute thePauthority of any, who should presume to call 
himself the «>ioreme head, or infallible guide of the church. 
As St. Paul withstood St. Peter to the face, so have the suc¬ 
cessors to the alleged primacy of St. Peter, beer withstood 
from age to age by some holy champions of the truth, when 
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they would have substituted error lo^ truth. # Jt is difficult 
th^efore to prove, that. Protestantisyn had its origin cither 
here or theie, onto assign the reputation of being the founder 
of the Protestant churches either to tlys man dr to that.* 
The light has indeed been preserved in greater purity, and 
Apostolic Christianity has been defended with greater 
perseverance in some provinces <if Christendom, •than in 
others. For example,•the valleys of PiedmonUiave never 

vented defenJei'S of the %rue faitff, and £he inhabitants ot 

• • 

Hie South of Srance have witnessed more terrible scenes 
of religious bloodshed for the trutbis sake, than any f else- 
wjiere. But the Waldensesjwerts the depositories, rather 
than the founders c^the doj tripe of the Reformed Churches ; 
and the Albigenses were the witnesses find tlie martyrs, 
not tlie first preachers of a Protestant Confession. In fact, 
thqje never was wanting, either in the dioceses of the N ortli 
of 1 taly, or of the South of Franco, a succession of devout 
men, who “offered thftflselves willingly among the people,’* 
aud “ jeoparded their livef unto the dcatli in the high 
.places of the field,” or at tlie stake, ratlver than follow the 
corrupt Example, or submit to the tyrannical exactions oi 


• What our heavenly Master sale! of tfce kingdom of God, is 
strictly true of Protestantism. “ It cometh not \vith*observa~ 
tlon : neither shall they sify, Lo, here t or Lo, Equally 

applicable to the presumptuous claims of the “ Vicar of Christ,’* 
i/another declaration of our Lord. “ Then if man shall 
say unty you, Lo, here is Christ, or there, believe it not. The 
kingdom of God is u ilhin you.” In like manner the church of 
Christ exist#\vhcr%ver “ tht* trutfi in Christ” is cherished ac¬ 
cording to the faith and di.iciplhi* of the apostolic age. 
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the Church </ Rome, But though the true light con¬ 
tinued to shine in those regions through the dark ages, 
yet the distinction cf Vahdois, or Waldemes, and Albi- 
geois, or Albigensco, as Christian communities protest¬ 
ing against Papal corruptions, is not recognizable in 
any annals, previously to those of the twelfth century. 
The former were so called from their impugnable val¬ 
leys, (varv t French— valli, Italian) and the appel¬ 
lation first occurs in a manuscript still extant, of the 
date 1100, A. I). The latter derived their 'name, as 1 
began by observing, froth a town in Languedoc. Not that 
the principles of Protestantism were espoused more stea¬ 
dily in Albi, or at an earlier period Ahan in any other 
part of the South of France; or that men first suffered 
under the hands of Romanists for their religious faith at 
Albi; but that here a celebrated public conference was 
held between the opponents and the adherents of the 
Church of Rome. It was this conference at Albi, in the 
year 1170, which gave the name of Albigensestoallsuch 
as avowed the principles then and there publicly advanced 
against the ‘-uperstitions and abtrses of the Romanists. 
The conference at Albi, in 1176, was the prelude to the 
bloody drama, which commenced at the beginning of the 
thirteenth century. The Popish bishops, priests, and 
monks, wlfh tSok part in that conference, finding that they 
coul 1 not-p^suade their adversaries to join in cotiunv - 
nion with themselves, tried to compel them, and c-began 
by ascribing false sentiment«to the advocates o f the cause, 
against which they could' nV)t prevail in fair argument* 
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They branded them with the name qf Ariar^ and Mani- 

• * 

chafes j they preached against them .in the cities and vil-' 
lages, and charged them with ^atrocities of which they 
never were guilty. 

Hut as tiie innocent victims of the calumny were not to 
be silenced by such means at these, and as they still per¬ 
severed in spreading their doctrines, the arm »f potver was 
invited to crush them* and thousands period in the 
fljmes, or in ^discriminate massacre. Raymond, Count 
‘oi - Thoulouiffe,*(and sovereign of the provinces, where the 
doctrines propounded at ^Vlbi, Uml from thencefonvard 
styled Albige^isian, had lopg ‘taken ^deep root,) was 
solemnly invoked )jy the f ope, to exterminate the heretics 
by an armed force. But Raymond .was too well con¬ 
vinced of the value, which his state derived from the enter¬ 
prise g and industrious spirit of his nonconforming sub¬ 
jects, to comply with this demand. Iiis refusal cjpew 
down fresh denunciations from the Pope, and renewed 
charges of scandalous proceedings against the Protestants. 
Jo refute these slanders, tlje Protestants consentccf to hold 
another Conference wifclr the Romanists, at ^Montreal, in 
the year 1206. The same opinions were freely professed, 
as before, at Alhij and soon afterwards «a general cru¬ 
sade was preached, not only against the impugndfs of the 
Papal authority, but against all who should protect, or 
infuse to destroy them. Count Raymon d^hi mself was 
involved in the edict of excommunication; and the term 
AIbigenses*vas indiscriminately applied to all such of the 
natives of the South of Ffaftcc, a§ had incurred the 
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resentment of the Homan pontiff, either by questioning 
his infallibility, or refusing to persecute those who ques¬ 
tioned it. 

But before I proceed to relate some of the enormities 
committed by the Komanists during the crusades against 
the Albigenses, and to vindicate the sufferers against the 
aspersions of their enemies, I must recur td the statement 
with which^ set out, and repeat, that the tenets which 
Protestants then held, and now hold in opposition to ♦Ji # ' 
Church of Home, had been maintained iii the South of 
prance from the earliest period of the establishment of the 
Christian Church.in that eountry, to the*epoch of tfie 
Albigensian contest. 

Allix has distinctly explained this in the ten first chap¬ 
ters of his “ Remarks upon the Ecclesiastical History of 
the Ancient Churches of the Albigenses.” I cannot, how¬ 
ever, agree with Allix in his opinion, that Papal ascen¬ 
dancy was not felt by the prelates of the G allic churches 
before the 12th century. In the tenth century the Popes 
began to carry their point, and to exercise that undue 
influence oven civil and ecclesiastical authorities, for which 
they had to thank the weakness of some princes, and the 
superstitious ignorance of others. At first they interposed 
only between contending parties when they were appealed 
to, but by uegrees they claimed the right of arbitration, and 
of enforcing their sentence, whenever sovereigns were T* 
variano 2 with each other, or with the heads of sees! The 
provincial prelacy and clergy, who had hitherto been inde¬ 
pendent of a foreign* pontiff 1 , found themselves obliged to 
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go with the stream, and w^tli their independence th?y lpst 
th»r self-respect and integrity. Abuses, which at former 
periods would Jiave been checked in the beginning by a 
timely application to the metropolitan, or to the provincial 
or national synod, now became inveterate, owing to the 
long interval which occurred before the matter could be 
decided by a hearing at the scat ef the Papaiy. A distant 
tribunal, or a court ofVppeal, temote from the yene of diB- 
jfate, cannoWbut be tin? means of extending mischief" 
prejudice, fawour, corruption, imperfect evidence, delay, 
and misunderstandings arg but few of the impediments in 
the way of justice and amelioration, when a ^question of 
right or wrong hag to be,deter mined by a foreign judge. 
The evil was thoroughly felt at the peeled to which 1 have 
made allusion. The bishops of France, assembled at 
Rjgeims in 991,^ did certainly protest strongly against the 
encroachments of the Popes, and their pretended priirgicy; 
but the principal resistance was thenceforward made by 
individuals, rather than bj assemblies of protesting 
vines; and it was found .to be much easier to brand the 
opinion#of individuals avith the name of heresy, than the 
declarations of synods or councils. 

About the year 1019, there appeared symptoms of the 
Manichean heresy in the South of France. Tills was a 
great advantage to the Popish party. All* who ojtposed 
tJemselvej to the corruptions of Home, wer^Jienceforth 
exposal to the charge of Mauicheism; and though nothing 
could be ipore conflicting tlgaa the opinions of the Pro¬ 
testants and of these real heretics, yet,the Romanists sue- 
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ceiled in deluding «lhe unvsary, anu confounding the 
preservers of [Sure Christianity with the propagators ofan 
abominable error., Mezelay, author of the Chronological 
Abridgment of the’■-History of France, was no friend to 
the Albigenses; but he candidly admits, that not all 
whom the church stigmatized as heretics, were Mani- 
chees : “ There were,” traid he, “ two sorts of heretics j 
the one ignorant and loose; who were a cast of Manichees; 
the other more learned, and fr<fe from the charge of jpj- 
purity, wlio held neatly the same opinions &s‘ihe modem 
.Calvinists, and were tailed llenricians, or Waidenses, 
though the- people ignorantly confounded,them with trie 
Cathari,” dec. &c. 

Berengarius, and those who were not ashamed of being 
called after his name, were the greatest upholders of truth 
of whom France could boast in the eleventh century, ztnd 
especially in their able confutation of the doctrine of the 
Real Presence. 

. ■ In tire twelfth century, before the term Albigenses came 
into use, first, the appellation of Petrobiuians, and after-, 
wards that H Henricians, was substituted for ijereuga- 
riam, to designate the imjmgners of Popery. The former 
were so called'after; Peter de Bruis, who was brought to 
the stake at St. Cilies, in 1126, upon the charge of burn¬ 
ing a cross to boil his meat on a Good Friday; and the 
latter after- Henri, a celebrated preacher of Languedip, 
who Was burnt at Thoulouse, in 1147. It is evident, 
even upon Popish testimony, .that a great proportion of 
tire inhabitants of the Southern provinces had continued to 
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adhqj-e to the opinions of their ancestors, anti to profess 
those purer forms and principles of Christianity, which 
Bercngarius, PTjter de Bruis, aad Henri had b^on instru¬ 
mental in transmitting to their countrymen. The Council 
of Tours, held in the year 11 # 63, Speaks thus to the fact: 

“ In the country about-Thoulouse, there sprung pp, long 
jlgo, a damnable heresy, whic]j, by little and little, spread 
like a cancer as. far as the neighbouring province of Gas-i 
^jny, and hSth already infected many other provinces.” 
The Abbot of Clairvaux, quoted by Iloveden, in his 
annals of the year 1178? calls, it, “A plague that hacP 
nfade great h*ad in that coifntry.” The Moftk of Vaux 
Cernay, tlie historian and eulogist of Sirgon da Montford, 
the grand persecutor of the l J rotestants # of Thoulouse, made 
an acknowledgment to the same effect, namely, that the 
principles of thenAlbigenses were of immemorial standing 
in the provinces of,the South of France. “This treacherous 
city of Thoulouse, from it£ first foundation,” said he, 

“ h^th seldom or never been clear of this detestabtapPaguA! 
•How difficult it is to pliftik up a deep rooted evil l^This 
poison of heretical depravity and superstidous infidelity 
has been necessarily diffused liere from father to son.” 

Here, then, we have the very concession required. I 
have proved elsewhere tjiat the Romanists of the thirteenth 
century admit the high antiquity, in Piedmont, of the 
^fnnciples # avowed by the Waldenses, and evidence is 
.produced out of their own mouths, that the tenets of the 
Albigense^ were»of high antiquity in the South of France, 
and qiay be traced up to the primitive churches of Gaul. 

2 M 
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I shall proceed to* show that the enormities committed 
during that period of history, when the Albigenses occu¬ 
pied the attention 'of Europe, were committed against 
them, and not ly them. 

The Popish writers 0 *' every age have allowed, that 
there was a ^period when the profligacy of the Roman 
Church, from the Pdpcs down to the lowest clergy, was 
<*jch as to call forii universal reprobation. At this period, 
those who rejected or renounced her communion we»c # 
desirous of exhibiting a striking contrast in morals and 
conversation, between themselves and the members of 
that corfup{ church, against whose debauchery an8 
superstitions they protested. Inis, in all probability, 
led to the adoption of some extravagant, but harmless 
customs among the opponents of Popery; and the over¬ 
acted and literal obedience to scriptural precepts pft- 
fessed by a few of them, was converted inlo an exagge¬ 
rated charge against the whole, body, when the Roman 
see succeeded in persuading or compelling the FroiHi 
bishops to surrender their independence, and found itself 
strong enough to make head against the "Reformers. 
Thus, because some of the Protestants of the South of 
France put a forced construction upon the command, 

“ Thou slu^t not kill,” and questioned the right of ma¬ 
gistrates to inflict the penalty of death; and because others 
wishing to abide by the very letter of Christ’s precept’, 

“ I say unto you, swear not at all,” refused to be sworn 
before the tribunals of the fivil authorities,—if was mali¬ 
ciously urged against all such as were called Albigenses, 
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that, they disowned me jurisdiction-or magistrates and 
princes altogether, and that they projfagated^ disorganizing 
tenets,” hostihfjto society. 

One false report was jis easily spreld as another. The 
Protestants maintained that no prisons, whether clergy or 
laity, ought to be bound by vows of celibacy, and for this 
^hey were accused of decrying the virtue of continence, 
and of preaching and practising^,all manner #f impurity. 
U*vas thus tliat the Romanists • blackened the characters 

of those wlio were more rational in their forms of worship, 

• # 

and more pure in morals,«than themselves; but we do not 
fihd any thing speeilic in rfieir allegations.* We have 
nothing but railin* accustitidns, unsubstantial^! by proof. 
There are no well verified facts adduebd in Popish annals, 
in evidence of the vices which they attribute to the Albi- 
geflses. The Albigenses have been branded as sangui¬ 
nary, ferocious, and cruel miscreants, who delighted in 
bloodshed. But where have wc gmy examples of theii 
cruelty ? If they had been such as to justify thg «rep*i* 
•sentations of those Popish writers who speak of “ the 
ferocity of their proceedings,’' and “ the enormities to 
which their principles led,” we should possess detailed 
accounts of the rapine, slaughter, ami devastation, which 
are laid to their chargg. We should have the time and 
the place, where such things were perpetrated, the names 
*nd the ntimber of their victims. The Rowr^fPIsts record, 
.as meritorious deeds, instances of carnage and sjfbliation 
committed'•by tli#ir own people, and do not disguise that 
the fences opposed to the Albigenses, •massacred the inha- 
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' bitants of whole towns and villages; that they twice put 
“ sixty thousand” to the sword; that they burnt “ three 
hundred” in one oastle, “and eighty in ahothcr.” 

At the siege of Mannande, Prince Louis induced the 
inhabitants to deliver up the town, upon his sacred 
promise'that their lives should be spared. But all the 
men, women, and.children, five thousand in number 
were massacred, in ord^r that this human holocaust might 
bring God’s blessing upon the arms of the crusader'. 
Theslaughtor was in direct opposition to the will of Louis; 
but the counsel of the Bishop tf Saintes prevailed. “ My 
advice,” said that prelate, " is, that you immediately kill 
and burn ad these people, as he ctics and apostates, and 
that none of them lie left alive.” Romish authors record 
this fact. 

The Albigenses are accused of being erjually he tile 
t? church and state.” Of their hostility to the Church of 
Rome, there is no question; but where arc the proofs of 
. ,l 'eir being obnoxious to the state ? There is nothing in 
history which can establish such a charge ; on the con¬ 
trary, it is manifest upon the face of every document that 
is come down to us, that the Albigenses were virtuous, 
peaceable, and industrious subjects; that they conciliated 
the good-will of their sovereign rulers, and feudatory lords, 
by their fidelity and obedience ; and that the counts, vis¬ 
counts, and Varons, to whom they owed service or fealty, 
lost their lands and teiritoiies, because they refused to 
abandon these faithful vassals to the will of their op¬ 
pressors. 
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Almost all tliat know of the ^ll>igen$cs, is collected 
froA their enemies. Monks anc[ churchmen were the 
historians of jbe day, and that, is the reason why we 
have so few aifccdotes of individual Jieroism,*and are so 
sparingly supplied vvitfi those traits of devoted affection 
and generosity which arc required to throw a charm over 
the history of communities. ‘ Whatever woukl hzfve raised 
*our admiration is withheld or distorted, and we are left to 
infer, from j)ie numbeiless pulAic sacrifices,, which till! 
Unhappy people made in the cause of civil and religious 
freedom, that instances of private and domestic worth 
^ere as common among tliem. • Raymond the Sixth, an3 
Raymond theVeventh, Counts of Thoulouse, the powerful 
Counts of Foix and Carcassone, and the Viscount of 
Beziers, (omitting all mention of inferior lords,)' suffered 
themselves to be deprived of their principalities and ter¬ 
ritories, for the Albigonses’ sake. If the Albigense^ had 
really rendered tl*emw^ves formidable or suspicious to flie 
existing temporal authorities, by l< their tenets on civil 
po#er and property,’" is it likely that these princes ami 
seigneurs, and all the;influential classes of society,^ nbuI d 
have espoused their cause uyd avowed the same senti¬ 
ments \ 

The only enemy that they had, was the RomatfChureh, 
and when their legitimate prince, the Counfcofmi’lioulouse, 

;After beiiu> reproached for indulging pity for the heretics, 

' and saving them from punishment, was solicited by the 
* .Popish clergy to c my the sentence of the church into 
effect against them, he plcidixl that “ he could not and 
2 m 2 
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dart .tot undertake any thing against them.” And why ? 
“ Because,” (said he, " the majority of the lords, and ‘he 
greatest part tf the common people, hare drunk the 
poison of their infidelity.” 4 The Count of Thoulouse was 
writing to the Abbot of Cisteaux," and therefore he spoke 
in language which that chwchman would understand. 
It was 'here'y, and not critne—it was an ecclesiastical, 
and not a moral or polities', offence, which occasioned the 
animosity of the church. 

William of Puylaurens is one of the chroniclers of the 
thirteenth century, who relates the history of the exter¬ 
mination of the Albigenses, and Innocent the Third wjs 
the Pope who fulminated the bull which armed 500,00 0 
needy adventurers against the rich plains of Languedoc. 
Now, the chronicler has left upon his pages, that " their 
outward show of godliness acquired for them the vene¬ 
ration of the peopleand the persecuting pontiff himself 
recorded, in an epistle which is still extant, that “ they 
were free from many of the vices imputed to them.” 

In the celebrated conference at Albi, which gave name 
to Albigenses, where the leaders of the Protestants 
were met face to facj by , f heir accusers, the burden of 
the lay, which was echoed and ro-eehood in full chorus 
against them, was “ heresy” and “ infidelity.” No 
insurrectio:., no act of iniquity, was so much as men¬ 
tioned in the impeachment. 

The,imputation even of Manicheism. and much more 
that of moral turpitude, disappears at once, before the 
solemn declaration which.the Albigenses made of their 
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religious opinions, as*recorded in the annalij of Howxlen, 
anitited by Baronius. “ We believe,” said they, “ that 
there is one only God in Three^Persons, tte Father, the 
Son, and the Haly Ghost; ancP tliai the Son of God hath 
taken our flesh upon hirt; that he was baptized in J ordan; 
that he fasted in the wilderness* that he preached our 
salvation ; that.he suffered, died, ^nd was buyed f that he 
Sescended into hell, that hearse again the third day; 
that he ascejpted into heaven; ’that Ite sent the Holy 
•^Itost on the day of Pentecost; that he shall come at the 
day of judgment, to judj*e both* the quick and the dead, 
ajjd that all shall rise again. We know also, that what 
we believe wilh our heart, we ought to confess with our 
mouth. We believe that he is not »av%d, wno doth not 
eat the body of Jesus Christ; and that the body of Jesus 
Christ is not consecrated but in the church, and by the 
priest, be he good or bad. We believe also, that none 
can be saved but' those that are baptized, and that litfle 
children are saved by baptism. We believe also, that 
max? and wile are saved, though they be carnally joined; 
and,that every one must repent with his mouth aiwWiis 
heart; and that if more coujd bp shown us from thfj 
Gospels and the Epistles, we will believe and own it.” 
This explicit and Christian confession was not enough to 
satisfy the Komanists: the Albigenses werc (ondemned 
as heretics, excommunicated, and anathematized; and 
nil Christian powers, whether civil or ecclesiastics], were 
exhorted and commanded by^ the Pope to exterminate 
a race of people, whose prinoiples, as the bull of'extermi- 
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natic/u set faith, were subversive of all religion, natural 
and revealed^ and of every moial tie. 

Rut the pitnees and magistrates, and the temporal au¬ 
thorities of Languedoc, were still unwilling to carry this 
barbarous edict into execution'against peaceable subjects, 
who had given no offence to them. They remonstrated, 
they pleaded in favour of the proscribed, and finally 
refused to be their executioners. > The animosity of the 
■Church of Rorfie now burst forth in all its violence 
and malignity; and the records of the proceedings agankw 
the Albigensos leave not a doubt behind, that it was the 
quarrel of the church, and not the complaints of the state, 
which involved them in ruip. It may be seen, that the 
thunders of the Pope were directed indiscriminately against 
all who protected, favoured, or held intercourse with them, 
as rebels of the Roman see; and there was no declaration 
of war, no suspension of hostilities, no treaty, or violation 
of treaty—there was not a battle? fought, a city taken, a- 
massacre executed, or a confiscation awarded—in short, 
there was not a stratagem employed, or a force applied, 
difc’rg the whole of those crusades, which ended ip the 
^otal extirpation of the Albigenses,—but the Pope, his 
legate, or a Romish prelate or priest, was the moving 
power. 'When siege was laid to capital of Languedoc, 
in 1217, Cardinal 1’eitrand, the-legate and representative 
of the Pope, uttered a solemn prediction, by way of en¬ 
couraging the sordid's of the cross, that the citv would 
fall, and added a vow, that “ neither man nor woman, 
boy nor gnl, should icin&m alive, nor one stone be left 
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abov£ another.” This horrible oath ftndered the besieged 
more desperate,’ and their defence was succMsful. 

It is natura? # enough for Papists of*the present day to 
disclaim transactions, which liave casf a shade of indelible 
disgrace upon their church; bpt wlien these events occurred, 
the Romanists were so*far from denying the part they took 
ki the bloodshed and devastation, which reduced the fairest 
provinces in France to a desert; tfiat ihtjy gloHed in thei^ 
^tanie, and proclaimed aloud their pre-eminence in the 
transactions o^ that reign of terror, as if the number of 
the lives they were enabled to sacrifice, was a proof thafc 
lfeaven smiled upon their dause. Bfironius,*among his 
,signs of the true \hurei!, lias placed tlje triujnph of the 
Bishop of Rome over the Albigenscs,* and has stated the 
slaughter of sixty thousand heretics in a single day, to be 
a convincing pr«of that God was with the Papal banners. 
The affecting circumstance, that Raymond the Sfxtjh, 
Count of Thoulouse, himsejf a Romanist, exposed himself 
to ail the penalties and terrors of excommunication and 
'consented to share the ftito of his Protestant* subjects, 
rather than deliver them up to the tender mercies of the 
Roman Church, is of itself a coafVincing proof that the 
Albigenses were guilty of nonconfu»ni ty only, *md that 
they had not trespassed against social or international 
laws. When this prince was besieged in Thoulouse, by 
f the crusadbrs, as the soldiers of thechurch^n this horrible 
•war were called, the citizens made so resolute a defence, 

that the a&ailants refused tff return to the assault, and 

• • 

Simon dc Montford would have retired from the place, 
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but for the following unchristian exhortation of the Pope’s 
legate: “ Fcj^ nothing, for in a short time we shalJ take 
the city, and put to death and destroy alHae inhabitants; 
and if any of the soldiers of the cross shall die in this 
expedition, they shall piss to Paradise as martyrs, and of 
this they may confidently persuade themselves.'’ One of 
the principal leaders, who heard this impious counsel, 
/tould not. '.efr.ti# himself, but made this answer, “ My 
Lord Cardinal, you talk with great assurance ; but if.ties 
(’curt believe you, it will be little to liis profit: for you, 
and the other prelates, men wf the church, have been 
the cause J£ all this evil and ruin, and w!l be the cause 
of yet moF + o.” This aneeddte i.» take; 4 from lire work of 
Peter, the Monk of Vaux Ccrnay, entitled, “ Ilistoria 
Albigensium, et sacri belli in eos suseepti.” Peter, as I 
mentioned before, was the eulogist of the general of the 
crusaders, and it is from the relation .of this churchman 
that most of the information is gathered which we possess 
concerning the war against the Albigenses. The*, au¬ 
thority of an eye-witness and of an adversary cannot be 
disputed; and we require nothing more than the pages of 
the Monk of Vaux Ccrnay, to establish the innocence of 
the Albigenses. 

When innocent the Third fonpd that it was not enough 
to excommunicate Raymond of Thoulousc, and to lay his 
territories •am 1 -*r an Aterdiel, ho resorted to a measure 
which bigotry has ever found to be much more effectual 
than preaching or persuasion, lie determined to hasten 
the work of conversion by fire and sword. J’hr this 
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purpose he first instituted tjie Inquisition, and confVnis- 
sionA the members of that execrable tribunal with full 
powers, to sear ah out, and to flenounpe, 4is infidels de¬ 
serving of death, all such as should dispute th8 authority 
of the Roman see. He then enlisted the very worst pas¬ 
sions of men in his service ? he promised the pardon of 
sjns, the property of the heretics, tonri the saw; privileges 
which had been granted to tl^os’e who fought |gainst the 
Sjff^cens in lriilestine, to % ail wlu> would *“ take the cross' 
against the TVlftigenses.” 

The Pope's bull, according to Our Romish historian, 
rail thus : “ li^conformity with the c«yionieal # sanetions 
of the holy fathers, we anust observe no faith towards 
those who keep not faith with God, oravfio are separated 
from the communion of the faithful; therefore we dis¬ 
charge, by apostolical authority, all those who believe 
themselves bound Upwards tlic Count of Thoulouse, by 
oath, either of allegiance or fidelity ; and we permit every 
Catl^Iio, swing the right of his principal lord, to jiyrsyff 
his person, and to occupy and retain his territories, espe¬ 
cially for the purpose*of exterminating lieyssy.” •atie 


same bull invited strangeis fnftu all regions to come to 
the accomplishment of the holy wojjv, aftd to gonsidei 
Jiernselves as in the enjoyment of plenary indulgence, 
and of exemption fiom the jurisdiction oP atl earthly 
.ribunals, us Jong as they should be jightingjn jiie service 
d’ the cHuich. 

The prospect of absolution, e£ booty, and of unrestraint, 
tnd thQ barbarous«uperstit.ion*o(*tlie times, brought hordes 
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of relentless-savagiyi upon tlje devoted Albigenses, and 
Simon de Mk'jitford,*by general consent; was put at the 
head of the crusaders. An army so disorderly, so eager 
to shed blood, so merciless, so irresistible, never took, the 
field. “ A fire devoured before them, and behind a flame 
burned. The land was as The garden of Eden before 
them, dnd behind ,them a desolate wilderness: yea, and 
nothing escaped.them.” ' „ 

Prodigies of valour could avail nothing in the faqp,of 
an enemy, whose losses in leaders or followers were con¬ 
stantly filled up by new adven'urers. Submission was of 
no use, where men came net to wage a war of honour-or 
chivalry, but of destruction—yot to,.obtain glory, but 
blood and pillage. It was meritorious to kill and to spare 
nof, and the slaughter of an heretic was considered as a step 
to Paradise. Chassineuil was one of the first placesithat 
fell, before the invaders. It capitulated. The garrison 
was permitted to march out, but the inhabitants were left 
to. the sentence of the Pope’s legate.. He pronounced 
them to be heretics, and all were committed to the flamer. 
Bezuirs was attacked next. It relied upon the strength 
of its walls and the courage of its defenders; but the 
multitude of it, assailants was such, that “ it appeared as 
if the whole world was encamped before it.” The city 
was taken at the first assault, and some of the crusaders,. 
thirsting .after heretic blood only, desired the legate to 
take care and have a distinction made between thu faithful 
and the unbelievers. “ Kill all,” said die Pope’s repre¬ 
sentative, “ the kord will afterwards select those that 
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are lps.” The sentence of jleath wao^fulfilldH to the very 
letter, and all were slain. Of men, tvomentand children, 

not one was left*alive, and the t.tjwn was reduced to ashes. 

• • 
Contemporary historians, differ as to the number that pe¬ 
rished at Beziers. Some say, sixty thousand; others, 
forty thousand. The legate himself, in his letter to Pope 
Innocent the Third, reported it*to be fifteeti thousand. 
Fifteen thousand human beings^ then, # were imassacret^ 
ajp Vie word t>f one who called himself the servant of 
God! The forces of De Montford marched on in 
triumph to invest Carcassenc. ^Strong intercession was. 
mJHe to the legate in favostr of the. young .Viscount, 
who was shut up ‘with the Citizens of Carca^one; and 
the terms of mercy offered to him were, that he might 
quit the city with twelve others, upon condition of sur¬ 
rendering up the rest of the townsmen and soldiers to 
the pleasure of the besiegers. “ Rather than comply 
with the demand of the legate,” replied the heroic youth, 
" I %ouH give myself to be flayed alive.” The pepplcMtf 
the city ^afterwards escaped by a secret passage. The 
legate took possession oTCarcassone “ in tl»e»nume Sf iHe 
church,” and in malignant r&entment at the thought 
of so many victims having escaped»his fury, burnt or 
hanged three hundred kpights who had previously capi¬ 
tulated, upon the guarantee of his solemn oatli that they 
should not fee put to death ! 

• By tins time, tlie dread of the invading army had ex¬ 
tended far add wide over the provinces of l’rovence and 
Languedoc, and princes and people would have been gla d 
2 y 
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to accept arty honourable conditions; but none were 
offered : the \wusade tvas still preached through the whole 
of France, and every year brought thousands of fanatics 
to the harvest of slaughter and spoliation. In many cases, 
torture was added to th« infliction of death. A hundred of 
the inhabitants of Bronx had,,their eyes torn out, and their 
noses cut off. Intimidated by this example, the people 
of Minemt would have surrendered uppn condition of 
having their lives spared. Dc Mont ford,’' to whom, the 
application was made, referred them to the' legate, “ who 
desired,” says the Monk of Vaux Cernay, “ that all the 
enemies ©f Chris? should I 45 put to death, but lie coft’ld 
not take upon himself to condemn them, as being a priest 
and a monk.” The churchman contrived to break off the 
capitulation. The place was taken by assault, and all 
but three perished by the sword or in the.flames. *■»- 
r J^avaur was one of the cities which made the most memo¬ 
rable defence. By their frequent sorties, their perseverance 
Kiepairing the breaches, their intrepid exposure of life upon 
the walls, the Albigenses showed, upon this and all otlie. 
occasions, a«generous courage, which would have secured 
success to the cause, if the ranks of their enemies had not 
been filled up oy busts of new levies, as fast as they were 
thinned by the casualties of the war. In the year 1212 
the aimy of the crusaders was four times renewed ; and 
so universally.was it understood to he the quarrel of the 
church, that ecclesiastical dignitaries came from all 
quarters lo give a colour to the proceedings. VV’e read 
of the Provost of the chuVcn of Cologne, the Aicljdeacon 
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of P^ris, the Bishop of Laozj, the Bisl*>p of Tyul, and the* 
ArcflWhop of Rouen, who were ?>resent^upon one oc¬ 
casion to inspircHhe fury of thejinvadccs. But to return 
to Lavaur. A practicable breach vms soon made in the 
walls, and the monkish historian was blind and savage 
enough to relate at full lengtfi the part which he himself, 
tyid the rest of *t.he Romish priesthood, who*followed in 
the train of Simon’s army, fcibk^while the massacre was 
on. Ifb affirms, that the bishops, the Abbot of 
Coifrdieu, who exercised the functions of vice-legate, 
with all the priests, clollted in^tfieir sacred vestments,, 
gate themselves up to thanksgiving when thoy saw the 
carnage beginning,**and *un£ the hymn, Y'c^i Creator, 
lie explains, too, with all the minutd detail of one who 
exalted in the event, that, when the castle of Amery fell, 
eighty knights ware taken, and condemned to be hanged; 
but as tiiis process was too slow, an order was givdti \p 
destroy them en masse ; that the order was ‘ * received by 
the pilgrims with avidity, and that they burnt the )joreli»6 
tilive with great joy," This expression, 1 ‘ burnt them alive 
with great joy , ’ ’ [in life original, “ cum indent! gaudio,] 
is of frequent use with the pfiestly historian, who was 
literally, with the rest of those engaged fn this accursed 
war, “drunk with the blood of the saints.” 

It is painful to follow the historians of the day through 
the sccues pf carnage which they dc^erilKi^ndnnore par¬ 
ticularly as we caifnot lind in their relation, that the Al- 
bigenses had olliyidcd in* any •tiling, but then refusal to 
coul'orpi to the laitb and discipline of Home. 
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At lengtji, this*horriblc »var ended as it begat), by 
command of l^ie sovereign pontiff, because all open resis¬ 
tance to tys will Was put down, and Pjfyish ascendancy 
was finally established in a quarter, where the right of 
liberty of conscience had hitherto been claimed from the 
first introduction of the Gospel. The church had gained 
her object by the total destruction of all who bad dared 
,'o oppose Icr. Tjhere ramaiaed no Albigenses to slaughter, 
or at least there were nonfc left in die South 8f France feq^d 
enough to preach their doctrines, or administer their fo’rms 
■ of worship. Some of thp morff fortunate had fled to other 
countries * where they preserved and kejat alive the laSip 
of truth qmidst, the surroundifig daJkncss. The extir¬ 
pation was so complete, that in less than thirty-three 
years from the beginning of the crusade, the Albigenses 
wore no more; and when Protestantislh reared its Tread 
agam in Provence and Langueijqc, after an interval of 
three centuries, it was recognized under another name. 
Tlils'i* the more extraordinary, and die more clearly in¬ 
dicative of the ruthless edict df extermination wjjiich had 
gone forth, ftom a comparison between the state of things 
in Piedmont, and that in the South of France. Tire 
Protestfnts of the farmer country have never been entirely 
eradicate^. although they havq been reduced from two 
hundred thousand to twenty thousand; and from century 
to century a •remnant of them have still preserved their 
inherithnee in the valleys of their forefathers, dnd their 
distinguished denominatidli, Vltudois on Walflenses. 

But the unhappf Albigenses, from the situation of the 



country, were r\>re Exposed to that forcijyi aggra>sion 
whicfii the Romanists stirmf up aijd, not jjftssessing the 
same natural fastnesses and mountain rctrejls as the Wal- 
denses, were entfiely swept off from the face of the earth, 
and not a vestige of them left. Albigensian principles 
indeed, never failed, even in «iLatt<fucdoc, the scene of per¬ 
secution j "but the' Albigtmses *or tjie commun^iesproperly 
so-Siilled and known byHhis name in tin* thirteenth century, 
vvfcre utterly destroyed, in tffe hftiguag®of th?translator 
o^^ismondi’s^narrative of the crusades against, the Alhi-* 
genses, which has been no sma.1^ assistance to me in 
dewing up this article, “ Their«ehuich was drowned in* 
blood, their race had disappeared : hundreds o? their vil¬ 
lages had seen all their inhabitants nmssac*d with a 
blind fury, and without the crusaders giving themselves 
the trouble to examine whether they contained a single 
heretic. No calculation can ascertain with any precision, 
the dissipation of weal Up, or the destruction of human lift;, J 
which were the consequents of the crusade against the 
^Alicenses. Every species of injustice, and persecutions 
of eyery«kind had l>een.heaped on the heads of the unyap$>y 
Languedocians, whom, since tjie crusade, it*liad been the 
custom to comprehend under the general name of Albi- 
genscs.” 
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ny A LADY,. 

How sweu is the song {if the Lark when she springs 
To welcome the morning with joy on her wlhgs! 

The higher she rises the sweeter she sings, 

And she sings when hem her no more : 

When sto.ms and dark clouds veil the sui* from our sight, 
She has mounted above them, she shifles in the light; 
Thus, far from the scenes that disturb and affright. 

She loves her gay music to pour. 

"Tis’thus with the Christian ; his willing soul flies 
To welcome the day-spring that, streams from the skies; 
is. d rawn by its glorious effulgence to rise 
To the region from whence it is given : 

He sings on bis way from this cloud-covered spot; 

The quicker his progress, tire sweeter his note; 

When we hear him no longer, the song ceases not— 

It blendes with the chorus of heaven. 

E. 
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'**«. following Observations ai»j extracted from a fevfi>t 
the u n i erouSf C ri tie Sms on the First Voitmie of “ Tut 
Amulet.” 


“ Such then ar6 the objects, and ninth ti c particular view of 
combining religion with literature, which t \e Amulet proposes 
. to itself,; and, in the first iAstanae, we are i ”;e to say, has very 
fairly accomplished. The vohupf is full of n, ^tter, and a great 
deal of it {vho^e the comrnpn average of that fc -. which is 
so rife in our time. Its tone certainly is, upon the whe-«., st il-i 
ous, but it is far from being^ull. It M religious, but 1*.is n "f 
Intolerant; l&deed, Jt takes*no &de in polemical que^pons. It 
is moral and instructive; but; we are inclined lo.tVftic, that the 
beauty of soin<\ of its parts, and the agreeable vajiety of flits 
wholes-collection, will render its precepts more’useful thai/if 
they KU’d been put Into sterner forms.”— Literary Gazette. ■" 

•“ On the whole, the Amulet is a very pretty, and a very 
agreeable, pad a very, instructive little voliwy*. It contains, 
besides Poetry and Tales, snmf ^erious Ess;iys of merit; and, 
indeed, its prevailing character mny*oe saifl to be sweej. solem¬ 
nity, that wfbstentatyiusly distinguishes it from all similar 
publication.”— Blackwood’s Miguzine. # 

“ It is in truth a very pleasing and beautiful Volume. A 
more elegant Christmas present or New-year’s token, c^ild 
scarcely be desired .”—Eclectic Review. • 

‘*We hope this c.^ant little volume wil> meet with liberal 
encouragement. Whoever may wish, alibis season of the year, 
to present their youthful friends^vith mi acceptable token of 
their regard, will find this work admirably adapted to then 
purpose !**—Baptist Magazine. 

“^From such a list of able Writers, our friends mqgt natu¬ 
rally conclude that the Volume will be interesting in a high 
degree, and sued they will assuredly find it. It occupies aboul 
four hundred pages, and confprises upwards of sixty distincl 
articles, forming pleasing miscellany, blending religious in¬ 
struction With literary j musement.”— Ne*' Baptist Magazine. 

** We u-hink a more suitalde tokim of uflection, as a new 
year’s gift, (font one friend to another, toold not be offered, 
We heartily wish it success, and iqioeia’.ly hope that many o 
our juvenii%rea *ers will obtain posses-ion of “ TU$ Chrisliai 
and Literary Kefnunbratfber.”— The Pulpit . 

“We observe, that'nothin^ controversial is ndmittec 
into the volume; and that tjje FiKtor’s observation, that the 
work is to be considered * us % religious publication only as fui 
as that every article tends to impress some moral lessen,’ is 
strictly correct -”—New Month!u Mat'- 








